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Song 

Band of Cupids other day — 140 

A fond father's bliſs is to number his race 155 
Again in ruſlic weeds array'd 4 
Alexis, a ſhepherd, young, conſtanr, and kind 137 
All you who would wiſh to ſucceed with a . 269 
An they count me ſuch a ninny .. Wd 
A plague of thoſe wenches ! they make fuch a pother 40 
Ariſe, ſweet meſſenger of morn 


151 
As Chloe came into the room i tober day 161 
As Collin rang'd early one morning in ſpring 109 
As Delia bleſt with ev'ry grace — 129 
As flows the cool and pur ling rill — 204. 
As in a penſi ve form, Myrtilla ſat — 258 

| As I went oer the meadows, no matter the day 119 
Aſt if yon damaſt roſe is Sweet — 224 
Affilt me, all ye tuneſul nine — 249 
As Thyrfis reclin'd by her fide le low'd beſt 8 
As Fother day * 7 ns in a vale 218 
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1 An ALPHABETICAL TABLE 

. | | Song 

©... Auſpicious ſpirits, guard my love — 272 

12 bother day, 1 penſive ſat — 301 

Doll ſat milking her cow — 303 

, hearty buxom girl am 1 _ 2 

rs Phillis the gay at the break of the day 308 
A buſy humble bee am 1 309 

A why ſhould love with tyrant ſway | 323 

A Jockey was trudging the meadinus ſo gay 335 

Attend, ye nymphs, while I impart _ 242, 

B, 

Balmy ſweetneſs, ever flowing — 58 

Bacchus God of joys divine 297 

Behold, on Lethe's diſmal rand — 46 

> LBeleve me, dear aunt — 21 

= Beneath this ſad and ſilent glommm — 126 

-. Bid me, when forty winters more — 274 

Breathe ſoft, ye winds; be calm ye ſcies 184 

. Bright Sl is return d, the winter is ger 67 

By dimpled brook, and fountain brim — 77 

By my fighs you may diſcover =_ — 176 

By the dew-beſprinkled roſe — 251 

By the gaily-circling glaſs — — bo 

Begon dull care ! without delay — 330 

By the ſty-lark awak'd, he the ſweets of the moon 329 

C. 

Caſe, Cupid, ceaſe thy fond alarms _ 250 

Ceaſe, gay ſeducers, pride to take — 3 

Come chear up, my lads, tis to glory we fleer - 124 

Come, come, bid adieu to fear — 81 


Come, come, my dear girl, I muſt not be deny d 268 
Come, come, my good ſbepterds, our flocks we c 


muſt ſhear 255 
AY Come liſlen, and laugh at the times — 122 
Come live with me, and be my love . 
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Of the SON Gs. 


Come then, come, ye ſportive furains — 
Come, ye party-jangling ſwains —— 

Contented all day I will ſit at your ſide — 2238 
Coming home with my milk, the yeung *ſquire I met 310 


Come Colin pride of rural fwvains — 318 
Come chearfulneſs ! triumphant fair —— 346 
Cruel Sirephon, will you leave me — 326 
D. 
Dear Betty fair, whoſe con/iant care — 300 
Declare, my pretty maid — 237 
| E, | 
Evu'ry mortal ſome favourite pleaſure purſues 194 
Ev'ry nymph and ſhepherd bring — 252 
E're Phebus ſhall peep on the freſh budding flow'r 324 
: | F. 

Fair, Aurora, prithee ſtay — 4 
Fairer than tbe op' ning lillies — IOL 
Fair Hebe I left, with @ cautions deſign — 158 
Fair Kitty, beautiful and young — 114 
Fair Semira, lovely maid © — GL 
Farewell, Tanthee, faithleſs maid _ I 04. 
Farewell, my Paſt ra, no longer your ſwain 227 
Farewell, the ſmoaky town adieu — 165 
Farewell, ye green fields, and foweet groves 70 
Fly feoiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receives — 79 
For various purpoſe ſæ ves the fan — 214 
Free from ſorroto, free from irie — 59 
Frolic and free, fer pleaſure born == "A388 
From flaw'r to flow'r the butterfly — _” 


Prom plowing the ocean, and threſhing monſieur 270 
From the man whom I love, tho my heart 1 diſguiſe 146 


From tyrant laws and cuſtoms free — 76 
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2 iv An ATPHABETICAL TABLE 
* Far northward as the Dane extends his fway - 322 
im Latmos' mount, whence ſacred groves depend 344 
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E-  Gentle Damon came to woe me — N20 
Say Laura, who once was a blithe happy maid 343 
_ Gentle gales, in pity bear _ 182 
- Gentle youth, ah ! tell me why — 12 
Go ſeel ſome nymph of humbler lot —— 210 
Oo, tuneful bird, that glads the ſeies — 107 
H. 
Happy day, ſor ever dear — 120 
Hark ! hark ! ver the plains, what glad tumuits : 
288 
we hear : 
Hark ] hart ye] how echoes the horn in the vale 185 
Hark ! the horn call; away — 95 
Hark tis I, your own true lover _ 241 
Halle, hafle, Amelia, gentle F ir — 161 
Haſte, haſte, ev' ry nymph, and each ſivain, to 25 5 
grovue 
Hence with cares, complaints, and frowning 41 
Hit, hift, I hear my mother call — 243 
Hoe, theu nurſe of y1ung deſire — 7 
How bleſi the maid 1wheſe beſem — 22 
How can I my heart ſurrender —— 197 
How fierce is the ſun — 177 
How gentle was my Da mon's air — 166 
How happy were my days till now _ 18 
How hard is my fate, how deſf rate my ſlate 4 
HTow much ſuperior beauty a es —: 3 
J. 
FJealouſy, begone, and leave me — 96 
I am 2 ot Jam friendleſs — 85 
If ever a fond inclination — 36 
If love's a feet paſſion, how can it torment — 284 


off wor the cruel tyrant, love — 
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| Song 
I that's all you want, who the plague will be ſorry 9 
1f thoſe who live in ſhepherd's bow'r — 10 
If tyrant love, with cruel dart — 
1 know that my perſon is charming 236 
1 made love to Kate — 9 
1am married, and happy with wonder hear this 206 
In a plain pleaſant cottage, convenently, neat 174 
In April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain 307 
In days of yore, when on the plain — 37 
In a ſweet ſummer's eve, by the ſide of a ſiream 278 
In infancy, our hopes and fears — 52 
In love ſhould there meet a fond pair n 
In vain I ev'ry art aſſay — 24 
In vain I try my ev'ry art — 233 
ſearch'd the fields of ev'ry kind — 152 
1 ſeek not at once in a female to find — 142 
told my nymph, I told her true 1 162 

: K. 
Ling cup, daffodil and roſe — 342 
L. 
Let fops pretend in flames to melt — 271 
Let gay ones and great mate the moſt of their fate 14 
Let me wonder not unſeen — 141 
Let not rage thy boſom firing _ 57 
Let others Damon's praiſe rehearſe — 224 
Let rakes and libertines reſignd — 29 
Let the grave and the gay _ ISL 
Let the tempeſt of war be heard from afar — 154 
Life's a garden rich in treaſure — 267 
Live and love, enjoy tbe fair — 78 
Lord, Sir ! you ſeem mighty uneaſy _ Or 
Love's a ſweet and ſiſt muſician — 188 
Love's the tyrant of the heart — 102 
Love thou bane of ſoft conſent — 2315 
Laſt with in the grove — 328 
© Let 
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Let miſers hug their darling tore — 332 
Lide a wood nymph in form — — 333 

M. 
Minſter, away, —from chearful day — 43 
Ay banks are all furniſb'd with bees — 143 
Hy dog and my miſtreſs are both of a kind — 192 
Ay Dolly was the faire)! thing — 33 
Ay fond ſhepherds of late were ſo bleſt — 274 
Ay former time how briſk aud gay _ 261 
An heart's my own, my will is free —— 8 
Ayrtilla demanding the aid of my pen — 153 
N. 
Near a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring ſhades 215 
Near the ſide of a pond, at the foot of a hill — 290 
No mere the feſtive train I'll join — 111 
No more, ye ſtbains, no more upbhraid — 134 
No nymph that trips the verdant plains — 113 
Nor on beds of fading fl:wers — 82 
No /{ epherd was like Strephon gay — 246 
No wanan her exvy can ſinother — 283 
Now peace ſhall claim its ſoft dominion — 200 
Noto Plœbus finketh in the Weſt — 75 
Ne pleaſure unbeunded reſounds oer the plain 156 
Nw gay ſummer's ripen'd bloom — 325 
N, mph; and ſpepherds, come away — 145 
| O. | 
Odds my life, ſearch England over _ 84 
Der moorlands and meuntains, rude, barren, 
and bare 5 193 
(/ all the fair that grace the tuiun — 302 
„ Colin's tender love poſſeſ s — 207 
Oh ! hat [ been by fate decrecd — 8 
EF 2h! h»w ſhall I in language week — 227 
00 %/ Phillis, ſhame on you to ſerve a ſwain fo „5 


Of the SONGS. 


Song 
Oh ! Wtis Elixium all — 107 
Oh ! what a ſimpleten was 1 — 73 
Oh ! what joys does congugſt yield — 144 
Oh ! wouldſt thou know what ſacred charms — 2 56 
Oh ! leave me, in pity — 74 
O lit the danger of a ſon _ 54 
O lovely peace, wth plenty crawn'd — 282 
O much. lo d fon ! if death — 46 
One ſummer eve as Nancy fair — 291 
On his face the ver nal roſe — 273 
Oons ! neighlour, ne'er bluſh for a trifle like this 
O Sawney, why leav'jt thou thy Nelly to mourn 178 
Parting, to death we will compare — 100 
Philira's charms poor Damon took — 20 
P/ pox o this nonſenſe, I prithee give er — 88 
Puſhing beauty men deſcry — 159 
Puſh about the lr iſe bowl, *twill enliven the heart 232 

R. 
Rail no more, ye learned àſſes — 175 
Refalu'd, as her poet, of Celia to ſing _—_—_ 113 
ä 8. 

See ! from the ſilent grove, Alexis flies — 150 
Bee ! the conq'ring hero comes — 281 
Shepherds, would ye hope to pleaſe us — 72 
Sure never poor ſhepherd was tortur'd like me 319 
Since Hodge proves ungrateſul — "ms 
Since pleaſure's in faſhion, and life but a jeſt 345 
Silver veſtad bright and gay _ 347 
Some love to range, ſo fond of change — 304 
Sound the merry pipe und drum — 348 
Siill in hopes to get the better — 11 
Sure Sally is the lovelieſi laſs * 222 
Sweet Phillis, well met — 292 


Sweet Echo, ' feveete/t' nymph, that liviſi unſeen 


123 
a 
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That May: day of life is for pleaſure _ 
The echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad — 
The bird that hears her neſtlings cry — 
The faithleſs Theſeus ſcarce had got on board = 
The feſtive board was met — 

The flame of love ſincere I felt — 

The fool that is wealthy is ſure of a bride — 
The glitt ring ſun begins to riſe — 

The golden radiance of the ſun _ 

The gentle ſibain with graceful pride — 
The honeſt heart, whoſe thoughts are clear — 
The ladies look gay, when of beauty they boaſt 
The martial hoſt and tented plain — 

| The miſer thus a ſhilling ſees — 

The morning's freſhneſs calls me forth _ 
The month was May, the birds began to ſing 
Then hey for a frolicſome life — 

The nymph that I lou'd was as chearful as day 
The philoſophers, moraliſis, pets, and thiſe = 
Tother day as I ſat in the ſycamore ſhade — 317 
The ſhepherd's plain life, without guile, with: c 3 


ife 
| The faber moon's enamour'd beams — 157 
The ſun from the Eaſt tips the mountains with gold 205 
Te jun like any bridegroom gay — 94 


The ſiwain, with his flock, by a brook loves to reſt 173 
The ſweets of peace ſhall be our own — 202 


The traveller benighted — 27: 
The truths that I ing, none deny me — 189 
The winter its deſolate train — 339 
The woodlark tohiſtles thrs' the grove _ 135 
The world is a well furniſb d table — 34 
= There was a jolly miller once _ 13 
Deere grinders enough, Sirs, of gv'ry degree 172 
Din, my faire/t, how delay — 19 


Song 
Tho” his paſſion, in ſilence, the youth wauld conceal 180 
Tho' my dreſs, as my manners, is ſimple and plain I 


Tho' my features Pm told _ 209 
Thou beſi-belov' d offsprink of Puck _ 132 
Three goddeſſes Nlanding together — 234 
Thy faiher !—awayz=1 renounce the ſoft claim 50 
Tis not wealth, it is not birth — 35 
To curb the will with vain pretenem — 127 
To dear Amaryllis, young Strephon had lang — 120 
To eaſe his heart and own his flame — 106 
To Handel's pleaſing notes, as Chloe ſung — 97 
Tom loaves Mary paſſing well _ 227 
To ſigh and complain, alike I diſdain — 55 
To ſpeak my mind of womankind _ 9o 
To yonder beech's friendly ſhade — 103 
Truſt me, would you taſte true pleaſure _ Or - 
'Twas at the gate of Calais — 
V. 
Vain is beauty's gaudy flow'r _ 228 
Virgins are like the fair flaw'r in its luſlre — 277 
Votos of love ſhould ever bind 45 
W. 
Was ever poor fellow fo plagu'd with a vixon 28 
Was I ſure a life to lead — 60 
Water, parted jrom the ſea — 6 
Mell, come, let us hear what the fwain muſi poſſeſs 23 
Well, well, ſay no more — 16 
Mere I as poor as wretch can be — 263 
IL: women like weak Indians trade — 17 


Wat a blochbead is he that's afraid to die poor 190 
Wt means that tender ſigh, my dear — 286 
That med" cine can ſoften the beſom's keen ſmart 232 


What ſhepherd or nymph of the grove — 285 


What's ſweeter than the new blown roſe — 116 
When a maid, in a way of marriage — 24.0 
When 
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When beauty ou the lover's foul _ 201 
ben Bibo thought fit from the world to retreat 88 
When bluſhes dy'd the cheek of morn _ 104 
Whence can you inherit jo flaviſh @ ſpirit _ 6 
When fairie dance round on the graſs — 257 
When Fanny to w:man is growing aface — 71 
When far from faſbion's gilded ſcene — 3 
Abe fit ly fond Damon Flavella was feen 139 
When hore, Lucinda, firſt we cams -— 8 

When I was a young one, what girl! was ike me 265 
When late a ſimple ruſtic laſs — 212 
When late I wunder d der the plain — 266 
When mighty regſt beef was the Engliſhman's food 226 
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When once loves ſubtle poiſon gains — 10 
When Phoebus the tops of the hills does adorn 219 
When real joy we miſs — 49 


When the head of poor Tummas was bro — 208 
When the nymphs were contending for beauty and fame 169 
When trees did bud, and fields were green — 116 


When vapours der the meadew die — 211 
N ben we ſee a lover languiſb — 39 
Men you meet a tender creature — 66 
When youth mature to manhood grew — 186 
Where the jeſſamine ſibeetens the bow'r — 253 


IA bere virtue encircles the fair — 

When firſt I ſaw my Delia's face — 

When e er the charms of ſoft deſire — 294 
When firſt I Sephaliſſa jow — 
When Hobbinel entreated Doll — 
bes Colin fir/t met me upon the gay green — 314 
While beaus to pleaſe the ladies write — | 
While bloſſoms deck each verdant ſpray — 254 


White sthers barter eaſe for ſtate 
While others ſtrip the new- fall'n ſnews 
Whilft merit and reaſon give ſauction to love — 8 
Edo d know the ſweets of liberty _ 14 
Who'll buy a heart? Mytilla cries — 259 


Of the SONGS... 


Why heaues my fond boſam — 

Why how now,. Miſs Pert 8 

Why ſhould I now, my love, complain — 
Why Colin fir/t your Laura mourn — 
Why ſhould we of humble ſtate — 


Why Damon, wilt thou ſtrive in vain 
- What ſadneſs reigns over the plains 
When once I with Phillida tray d 
Why wiil Delia thus retire 
With doubts and fears for her I love _ 
With horns, and with hounds, I waken the day 
With Phillis I'll trip oer the meads — 
With the man that I love, was I deſtin'd to diuell 
With women and wine I defy ev'ry care — 
Mould yau taſte of freedom's charms — 
Would you with her you love be bleſt 


V. 


Ye chearful virgins, have je ſcen — 

Ye fair married dames, who fo often deplore 
Ye lads, and ye laſſes, who bloom in your prime 
Ye murtals whom fancies and troubles perplex 
Ye nymphs wha'to the thrane of love — 
Yes, Pm in love, I feel it now — 

Ye true hone/t Britons, who love your own land 
Ye virginsa ttend * 

Ye warblers, while Strephon I mourn — 

Ye mortals whom trouble and ſorrow attend — 
Ye fair be advis'd by a friend 


Ye ladies who drive from the ſmoak of the tmwn 
Tield who will to forms a martyr — 
Young Colin proteſts I'm his joy and dilight — 
Young Colin ſeeks my heart to move 
Young Arabella, mamma's care — 
Young Daphne was the prettie/t maid — 
Young 1 am, and ſore afraid — 


*D 
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8 | Song 
Ning Fockey be tollfted ſibcet Moggy fo fair 170 
| Ying W rh lives FA the foot of 155 bill + 
Young 2 abepherd, the pride of the plain 289 
Von ſay at your feet, that I wept in aeſpair — 239 
You ſpotted ſnakes, with double tongue — 280 
D tell me Im handſome, I know not haw true 229 
You've ſure forgot, dear mother mine — 191 
You vile pack af vagabonds — 244 


SONGS, &. 


" SONG TI. 
Sung by . YaTEs, in The Capricious Lovers. 


HO” my dreſs, and my Manners, is ſimple and 
plain, 


A raſcal I hate, and a knave I diſdain ; 
My dealings are juſt, and my conſcience is clear, 


And I'm richer than thoſe who have av lance a: 


year, 


| Tho bent dawn with age, and for ſporting uncouth, 
I I feel no remorſe for the follies of youth; 

I ſtill tell my tale, and rejoice in my ſong, 
And my boys think may age not a moment tov long. 


Let the courtiers, thoſedeale-s in grin and grimace, 
Creep under, dance over, fer title or place ; 
Above all the titles that fo frem a throne, 


That of Honeſt 1 4 dl. at tit es my oven. 
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op 4 My ifs Sen in The © Cipriclow Lovers. 


ROM flow'r to flow'r the butterfly, 
| O'er fields or gardens ranging; 
1 Sie s ſweets from each, and flutters by, 

1 af And all bis life is changing. 


1 Thus roving man new objects ſway, 
By various charms delighted; 

. While ſhe who pleaſes moſt to-day, 
FE. | To-morrow ſhall be lighted. 


— 


7. 


s ON G ul. 
Sung 4 Miſs SLACK, in The Capricious Lovin. 


HEN far from faſhion's gilded ſcene 
I breath'd my native air © 
NM thoughts were calm, my mind ſerene, 
No doubtings harbour'd there. | 


Wan now no more myſelf I find, 
Diſtraction rends my breaſt ; 

- Whilf hopes and fears diſturb my mind; 
And murder all my reſt. 
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1 | 8 ONG IV. 
| fins by MN. 5 SLACK, in The Capricious Lovers, 
A LN in ruſtic weeds array'd, | 
A fimple ſwain, a ſimple maid ; 
ier rural ſcenes, with joy we'll ve. F 
- By dimpling brook, or cooling grove. 
The birds ſhall ſtrain their little throats, - 
And watble wild their merry notes, 
| _ __ While we converſe beneath the ſhade, 
A d. happy * and happy maid. > 
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Thy hand tall 99 to e my "bow? „ 4 4 
The luſciqus fruit, the fragrant flow W 39-0 mo 


While joys ſhall bleſs, for ever new, N 5 2 11 Py 


a Phoebe kind, thy Colin true. 
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| 8 0 * G v. ; 445 
Sung by Mr. VsRNon, in The Capricious Lovers. 
WII ſhould I now, my love, complain, 
Fhat toil awaits thy cheatful ſwain ; 


Since labour oft” a ſweet beſtows, 
Which lazy ſplendour never knows? 


Hence ſprings the purple tide of health, 

The rich man's wiſh, the poor man's wealth ; 
And ſpread thoſe bluſhes' o'er the ſace, 

Which come and go with native grace. 


The pride of dreſs, the pomp of ſhow, 3 
Are trappings oft' that cover woe; | 
But we, whoſe wiſhes never roam, 

Shall taſte of real j Joys at home. 


— 


— — * 


8 ON G. VI. , i 
Sung by Miſs BRENT, in Love in a Village | 


HENCE can you inherit 
So {laviſh a ſpirit, -- 
Confin'd thus, and chain'd to a 460 ? 
Now fondled, now chid, . | 
Permitted, edi; 5 
Tis leading the life of a _ 


For ſhame (you a lover WP. 

More firmneſs diſcover ; | 
Take courage, nor here huge moge 
Reſiſt, and be free ; 3 
Run riot, like me e 


And; T0 BENTO the Tre, cope, 
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(23. * 
"INS _ SONG IL 
- Sung by Miſs SLACK, in The Capricious Lovers. 
ROM flow'r to flow'r the butterfly, 
O'er fields or gardens ranging; 
Sips ſweets from each, and flutters by, 
8 And all his life is changing. 


Thus roving man new objects ſway, 
By various charms delighted; 


While ſhe who pleaſes moſt to-day, 
To-morrow ſhall be lighted. 


| SONG III. 
Sung by Miſs SLACK, in The Capricious Lovers, 
| W HEN far from faſhion's gilded ſcene 


I breath'd my native air; 
My thoughts were calm, my mind ſerene, 
No doubtings harbour'd there. 


But now no more myſelf I find, 

Diſtraction rends my breaſt ; 

W hilſt hopes and fears diſturb my mind, 
And murder ail my reſt. 


— * * 


SONG IV, 
dung by Miſs SLACK, in The Capricious Lovers, 
GAIN in ruſtic weeds array'd, 
A ſimple ſwain, a fimple maid ; 
Yer rural ſcenes, with joy we'll dove, ; 
By dimpling brook, or cooling grove. 
The birds ſhall ſtrain their little throats, 
And watble wild their merry notes, 
While we converſe beneath the ſhade, 
A happy ſwain, and happy maid, 


Thy 


| 6 
'Thy hand ſhall pluck, to grace my bow'r, 
The luſcious fruit, the fragrant Aow'r, * 
While joys ſhall bleſs, for ever new, 
Thy Phoebe kind, thy Colin true. 


A _ - 4 2 —_ 
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SONG V. 


Sung by Mr. VERNoN, in The Capticious Lovers, 


H Y ſhould I now, my love, complain, 
That toil awaits thy chearful ſwain; 
vince labour oft' a ſweet beſtows, 
Which lazy ſplendour never knows ? 


Hence ſprings the purple tide of health, 
The rich man's wiſh, the poor man's wealth; 
And ſpread thoſe bluſhes o'er the face, 

Which come and go with native grace, 


The pride of dreſs, the pomp of ſhow, 
Are trappings oft” that cover woe; 

But we, whoſe wiſhes never roam, 

Shall taſte of real joys at home. 


— ICS 


SON G VI. 
Sung by Miſs BRENT, in Love in a Village. 


HENCE can you inherit 
So {laviſh a ſpirit, 
Confin'd thus, and chain'd to a log? 
Now fondled, now chid, 
Permitted, forbid ; 
"Tis leading the life of a dog. 


For ſhame (you a lover !) 
More firmneſs diſcover ; 

Take courage, nor here longer mope ; 
Reſiſt, and be free; | 
Run riot, like me ; 


And, to perfect the picture, elope, 


B 2 SONG 
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4 SONG VIL 
Fung by Miſs BRENT and Miſs HALL Am, 
f in Leve in a Village. 


Miſs Brent. 


O PE] thou nurſe of young deſire, 
Fairy promiſer of joy, 


Painted vapour, glow- worm fire, 


Temp' rate ſweet that ne'er can cloy : 
Miſs Hallam. 


Hope ! thou earneſt of delight, 
Softeſt ſoother of the mind, 
Balmy cordial, proſpect bright, 
pureſt friend the wretched find: 
| Both. 
Kind deceiver, flatter ſtill ; 
Deal out pleaſures unpoſſeſt; 
With thy dreams my fancy fill, 
And in wiſhes make me bleſt. 


SONG VIII. 


M Y heart's my own, my will is free, 
And ſo ſhall be my voice. 


No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 
Jill firſt he's made my choice. 


Let parents rule, cry nature's laws, 
And children ſtill obey: 

And is there then no- ſaving clauſe 
Againſt tyrannic ſway ? » | 


4 
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Sung by Miſs BRENT, in Love in a Village. 


Fung by 


$ONG IX, 
H ! had I been by fate decreed 
Some humble cottage ſwain, 


— — 


Mr. Marrocks, in Love in a Village. 


In 


(5) 17; 0, ok 


In fair Roſſetta's ſight to feed 
My flocks upon the plain. 

What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now I ne'er muſt know? 

Ye envious pow'rs | why have ye plac'd 
My fair- one's lot ſo low ? 


_ he _——_—— 


SONG X. 


Sung by Miſs HALLam, in Love in a Village, 


W H EN once love's ſubtle poiſon gains 
A paſſage to the female breaſt ; 


Ruſhing, like lightning, thro” the veins, 
Each wiſh, and ev'ry thought's poſſeſt. 
To heal the pangs our minds endure, 
Reaſon in vain its {kill applies; 
Nougght can afford the heart a cure, 
But what is pleaſing to the eyes. 


SONG XL. 


Sung by Mr, Marrocks, in Love in a Village. 


TILL in hopes to get the better 
Of my ſtubborn flame l try, 
Swear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny. 
Now prepar'd with ſcorn to treat her, 
Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; 


Then, relapſing, fly to meet her, 
And confefs myſelf her ſlave. 


3 


SONG XI. 
Sung by Miſs BRENT, in Love in a Village. 


G ENTLE youth, ah! tell me why, _ 
| Still you force me thus to fly; . 


B 3 


Ceaſe, 


| | 0 
Ceaſe, oh! ceaſe to perſevere, 
Speak not what I muſt not hear; 
To my heart its caſe reſtore, 
Go, and never ſee me more. 


SONG XIII. 


Sung by Mr. BEARD, in Love in a Village, 


T HERE was a jolly miller once, 
Liv'd on the river Dee; 


He work'd, he ſung, from morn to night, 
No lark more blithe than he. 


And this the burden of his ſong 

For ever us'd to be, 

I care for nobody, ne, not 1, 
If nobody cares for me, 


SONG XIV. 
Sung by Mr. BEARD, in Love in a Village. 


E gay ones and great 
Make the moſt of their fate; 
From pleaſure to pleaſure they run : 
Well, who cares a jot ? 
I envy them not, 
While I have my dog and my gun. 


For exerciſe, air, 

Io the fields I repair, 

With ſpirits unclouded and light ; 
The the bliſſes I find, | 
No ſtings leave behind, 

But health and diverſion unite, 


SONG 


n 
Ne 
Sung by Mr. BEARD, in Love in a Village. 
HE honeſt heart, whoſe thoughts are clear 
From fraud, diſguiſe, and guile ; 
Need neither fortune's frowning fear, 
Nor court the harlot's ſmile. 


The greatneſs that would make us grave, 
Is but an empty thing ; 

What more than mirth would mortals have | 
The chearful man's a king | 


i} 


— — 


SON G XVI. 


Sung by Mr. DUxSTAL, in Love in Village. 


XZ ELL, well, ſay no more; 
7 So you told me before; 
I know the full length to my tether, 
Do you think I'm a fool, 
That I need go to ſchool ? 
I can ſpell you, and put you together: 


A word to the wiſe 
Will always ſuffice 
Addſniggers ! go talk to your parrot. 
I'm not ſuch an elf, 
Ipo' I ſay't of my felf, 
But I know a ſheep's head from a carrot. 


— „„ 


8 ON G XVII. 
Sung by Miſs HALLAM, in Love in a Village. 


E women, like weak Indians, trade, 

Whoſe judgment tinſel-ſhow decoys; 
Dupes to our folly we are made, 

While artful man the gain enjoys: 

We give our treaſure to be paid 

A paltry, poor return in toys. 


— 
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(3) 
SONG XVII. 


Sung by Miſs Davis, in Love in a Village, 


O W happy were my days till now ! 
I ne'er did ſorrow feel; | 
With joy I roſe to milk my cow, 
Or take my ſpinning- wheel. 


My heart was lighter than a fly, 
Like any bird I ſung, 
Till he pretended love, and I 
Believ'd his flatt'ring tongue. 


O the fool ! the filly, filly fool, 
That truſts what man may be! 
I wiſh J was a maid again, 
And in my own country. 


— 


8s ON G XIX. 
Fung by Mr. Det, in Love in a Village. 
HIN K, my faireſt, how delay, 
Danger ev'ry moment brings; 
Time flies ſwift, and will away, 
Time, that's ever on its wings. 


Doubting and ſuſpence at beſt, 
Lovers late repentance coſt; 
Let us, eager to be bleſt, 
Seize occaſion e're *tis loſt. 


SONG XX. 
The CAUTION, S$9e by Dr. Arne. 


HILIR A's charms poor Damon took ; 
How eager he for billing ! 


When, lo! the nymph the ſwain forſock, 


To ſhew her pow'r of killing. 5 
. 5 In 


| (9) 
In either eye ſhe ſheath'd a dart; 
He felt it, never doubt him : 
Odzooks ! a man were thro' the heart. 
Ere he cou'd look about him. 


But mark the end,—with ſythe ſo ſharp 
Time o'er the forchead ſtruck her; 

And all her charmis began to warp— 
Then the was in a pucker : 

She then began to rave and curſe, 

Her time ſhe paſs'd no better 

Yet fti!l beg hopes, ere bad grew worſe, 
Some comely ſwain might get her. 


Philira, ev'ry lad ſhe meets, 
No makes an am'rous trial; 

But each with ſcorn her warmneſs treats ; 
Each frowns in cold denial. 

Coquettes, take warning; change your tune; 
This woeful caſe remember: 

The bedfellow you light in June, 
You'll wiſh for in December. 


UC OO 4 
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SONG XXL 


— — 
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| Sung by Miſs HALLAM, in Love in a Village. 


ELIEVE me, dear aunt, 
If you rave thus, and rant, 
You'll never a lover perſuade ;, 
The men will all fly, 
And leave you to die 
(O, terrible chance I) an old maid. 


How happy the laſs, 
Muft ſhe come to this paſs, 
(Who ancient virginity *ſcapes ) 
*I were better on earth 
Have five brats a birth, 
Than in hell be a leader of apes, 


6109 
N SONG XXII. 
2 Sung by "Miſs BEN, in Love in a Village. 
| OW bleſt the maid whoſe boſom 
No head-ſtrong paſſion knows | 
Her days in joys ſhe paſles, 
Her nights in ſweet repoſe : 
Where-e'er her fancy leads her, 
No pain, no fear, invades her; 
But pleaſure | 
Without meaſure 
From ev'ry object flows. 


: SONG XXIII. 
TRIO. Sung by Mr. Beard, Miſs Bx ENT, and 
Ms HaLLAu, in Love in a Village. 
Mr. Beard. 


7 EL L, come, let us hear what the ſwain muſt 
poſſeſs, ; 


Who may hope at your feet to implore with ſucceſs ? | 
| Miſs Brent, and Miſs Hallam. 
He muſt be, firſt of all, 

Straight, comely, and tall; 
Neither awkward, nor fooliſh ; 
Nor spiſh, nor mwliſh ; 

Nor yet ſhould his fortune be ſmall. 


| Mr. Beard. 
What think'ſt of a captain? 
Miſs Hallam. 
All bluſter and wounds! 
Mr. Beard. 

What think'ſt of a ſquire? 
Miss Brent. 

To be left for his Hounds, | 

| + Miſ⸗ 


"oa. 


wo 1 ) 
Miſs Brent, and Miſs Hallam. 
"The youth who is form'd to my mind, 
Muſt be gentle, obliging, and kind ; 
Of all things in nature, love me, 
Have ſenſe both to ſpeak, and to ſee, 
Yet ſometimes be ſilent and blind. 
Mr. Beard. 
'Fore George, a moſt rare matrimonial receipt. 


Trio. 


Obſerve it, ye fair, in the choice of a mate; 
Remember, tis wedlock determines your fate. 


SONG XXIV. | 
Sung by Mr. MAaTTocks, in Love ina Village. 


15 vain I ev'ry art aſſay, 
To pluck the venom'd ſhaft away, 
That-wrankles in my heart: 
Deep in the centre fix'd and bound, # 
My efforts but enlarge the wound, 
And fiercer make the ſmart. 


SONG XXV. 
Sung by Mr. Bearn, in Love in a Village. 
ONS ! neighbour, ne'er bluſh for a trifle like 
this; | | 8 
What harm with a fair- one to toy and to kiſs? 
The greateſt and graveſt (a truce with grimace) 
W ou'd do the ſame thing, were they in the ſame place. 
No age, no profeſſion, no ſtation is free; 
To ſovereign beauty mankind bends his knee : 
That power, reſiſtleſs, no ſtrength can oppoſe :- 
We all love a pretty girl--under the roſe, + 


SONG. 


— 
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SONG XXVI. 

Sung by Miſs BrxEnT, in Love in a Village; 
OUNG I am, and fore afraid 
Wou'd you hurt a barmleſs maid ? 

Lead an innocent. aſtray ? 

Tempt me not, kind Sir, I pray. 

Men too often we believe ;. 

And ſhou'd you my faith deceive, 
Ruin firſt, and then forſake, 

Sure my tender heart wou'd break, 


i. A. 


SONG XXVII. 
Surg by Mr. Marrocks, in Love in a Village. 
O H! how ſhall I, in language weak, 
My ardent paſſion tell, 
Or from my faulting tongue to ſpeak 
Tha: cruel word, farewel 
Farewel but know, tho” thus we part, 
My thoughts can never ſtray ; 
Go where I will, my-conſtant heart 
Muſt with my charmer ftay, 


hd — II" 


— — 


SONG XXVIII. 
Sung by Mr. Duxs r Al, in Love in a Village; 
W AS ever poor fellow ſo plagu'd with a vixen ? 
hs |  Zowns! Madge, don't provoke me, but 
| mind what I fay;, : (on, 
Youv'e choſe a wrong perſon for playing your tricks 


So pack up your alls and be trudging away: 


You'd better be quiet, 
And not breed a riot : 
blood ! muſt I ftand prating with you here all day? 
Iv'e got other matters to mind, 
Mayhap you may think me an aſs; 


But to the contrary you'll find: 


A fine piece of work by the maſs ! 
2 „ SONG 
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SONG XXIX. 


Sung by Mr. DYER, and Miſs HALLAM, in Love 
in a Village. 
-Mr. Dyer. 
E T rakes and erties, refign'd. 
To ſenſual pleaſures, range : 
Here all the ſex's charms I find, 
And ne'er can cool or change. 
Miſs Hallam. 
Let vain coquettes and prudes conceal 
What moſt their hearts deſire: 
With pride my paſſion I reveal ; 
„ May it ne'er expire! 
Duetto. 
The ſun ſhall ceaſe to ſpread its light, 
The ſtars their orbits leave, 
And fair creation fink in night, 
When I my dear deceive. 


SONG XXX. 
Sung by Miſs BRENT, in Love in a Village. 
EASE, gay ſeducers, pride to take 
In triumphs o'er the fair, 
Since clowns as well can act the rake, 
As thoſe in higher ſphere. 
Where then, to ſhun a ſhameful fate, 
Shall hapleſs beauty go? 
In ev'ry ſtation, ev'ry ſtate, 
Poor woman finds a foe. 


———_— — 


ON G XXXI. 
Sung by Miſs Davies, is Love in a Village. 


81 NCE Hodge proves ungrateful, no further I'll 
ſeek, 


But go wo to town in the waggon next werk: 
A ſervice 


SES ARE 8 
A ſervice in London is no ſuch diſgrace, 
And regiſter's office will get me a place. 
Bet Bloſſom went there, and ſoon met with a friend; 
Folks ſay, in her ſilks ſhe's now ſtanding an end: 
Then why ſhou'd not I the ſame maxim purſue, 
And better my fortune, as other girls do ? 


— „„ 


SONG XXXII. 
Sung by Miſs BRENT, in Love in a Village. 
N love ſhould there meet a fond pair, 
Untutor'd by faſhion or art, 
Whoſe wiſhes are warm and ſincere, 
Whoſe words are th' exceſs of the heart; 
If aught of ſubſtantial delight 
On this ſide the ſtars can be found; 
*Tis ſure, when that couple unite, 
And Cupid by Hymen is crown'd. 


— 


— 8 


| 
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SONG XXXIII. 
Sung by Mr. BEARD, in Love in a Village. 

Y Dolly was the faireſt thing, 
Her breath diſclos'd the ſweets of ſpring z 

And if for ſummer you would ſeek, 

Twas painted in her eye and cheek ; 

Her ſwelling boſom, tempting ripe, 

Of fruitful autumn was the type? 

But when my tender tale I told, 

I found her heart, like winter, cold. 


SONG XXXIV. 
Sung by Mr. BEARD, in Love in a Village. 
HE world is a well-furniſh'd table, 
Where gueſts are promiſcuouſly ſet ; 
We all fare as well as we're able, | 
And ſcramble for what we can't get. My 


(15) 
My ſimile holds to a tittle : 
Some. gorge, while ſome ſcarce have a taſte: 
But if I'm content with a little, 
Enough is as good as good as a feaſt. 


- 
- 
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SONG XXXV. 
Sung by Miſs BRENT, in Love in a Village. 
9 I'S not wealth, it is not birth, 
Can value to the ſoul convey : 


Minds poſſeſs ſuperior worth, 
Which chance nor gi ves, nor takes away. 


Like the ſun true merit ſhows, : 
By nature warm, by nature bright; 

With inbread flames he nobly glows, 
Nor needs the aid of borrow'd light. 


SON G XXXVI. 
Sung by Miſs HALLAM, in Love in a Village. 


IF ever a fond inclination 
Roſe in your boſom, to rob you of reſt; 
Reflect with a little compaſſion, 
On the ſoft pangs which prevail'd in my breaſt, 
Oh! where, where would you fly me? 
Can you deny me, thus torn and diſtreſt ? 
Think, when my lover was by me, 
Would I, how cou'd I, refuſe his requeſt ? 
Kneeling before you, 
Let me implore you: 
Look on me, ſighing, crying, dying. 
Ah! is there no language can move? 
If I have been too complying, 
Hard was the conflict twixt duty and love. 


SONG 


(16) 
SON G XXXVII. 


Sang by Miſs Bxenr, in Love in a Village. 


HE traveller benighted, 
And led thro' weary ways, 

The lamp of day new lighted, 

Wich joy the dawn ſurveys : 
The riſing proſpect viewing, 

Each look is forward caſt ; 
He ſmiles, his courſe purſuing, 

Nor thinks of. what is paſt. 


8 — 
— — 


SONG XXXVIII. 
Sung by Mr. MaTTocks, in Love in a Village. 
H OW much ſuperior beauty awes, 
The coldeſt boſoms find; 
But with reſiſtleſs force it draws, 
To ſenſe and ſweetneſs join'd : 
The caſket where, to outward ſhow;. 
The workman's art is ſeen, 
Is doubly valu'd, when we know. 
It holds a gem within, 


SONG XXXIX. 
Sung by Miſs BRENT, in. Love in a Village. 


\ \ 7 HEN we ſee a lover lJanguiſh, 
And his truth and honour prove ;, 
Ah | how ſweet to heal his anguiſh, 
And repay him love for love! 1 


8. O NG Xl. 
Sung by Mr. Duxs Al, in Love in a Village; 
A Plague of thoſe wenches ! they make ſuch a 
pother, - 


When once they have let n n a man have his will; 
5 | They' re - 


IT 


(19) 
They're always a whining for ſomething or other, 
And cry he's unkind in his carriage. 
What thof he ſpeak em ne'er ſo fairly, 
Still they keep teazing, teazing on: 
You cannot perſuade 'em, 
Till promiſe you made em; 
And after they've got it, 
They'll tell you——ad rot it 
Their character's blaſted, they're ruin'd, undone: 
And then, to be ſure, Sir, 
There is but one cure, Sir; 
And all their diſcourſe is of marriage. 


— 


n 
Sung by Mr. BEARD, in Love in a Village. 


ENCE with cares, complaint, and frowning 
Welcome jollity and joy; | 
Ev'ry grief in pleaſure drowning, 
Mirth this happy night employ. 
Let's to friendſhip do our duty, 
Laugh, and ſing ſome good old ſtrain ; 
Drink a health to love and beauty, 
May they long in triumph reign |! 


„ —_— 


. * 


SONG XIII. 


Sung by Miſs WRIGHT, at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. 
Michael Arne. 


bk yes, Molly, who lives at the foot of the hill, 


— 


And whoſe fame ev'ry virgin with envy does fill, 


Of beauty is bleſs'd with ſo ample a ſhare, 


Ee That men call her the laſs with the delicate air. 


One ev'ning laſt May, when I travers'd the grove, 
In thoughtleſs retirement, not dreaming of love, 
J chanc'd to. eſpy the gay nymph, I declare; 
And really ſhe'd got a moſt delicate air, 


By 


618) 

Bya murmuring brook, by a green moſſy bed, 
A chaplet compoſing, the fair- one was laid: 
Surpriz d and tranſported, I cou'd not forbear, 

With raptures to gaze on her delicate air. 
Tbat moment young Cupid ſelected a dart, 
And pierc'd, without pity, my innocent heart: 
And from thence, how to win the dear maid, was my 
| care; | 
For a captive I fell-to her delicate air, 
W hen ſhe ſaw me, ſhe bluſh'd, and complain'd I was 
rude, 
And begg'd of all things that I would not intrude : 
J anſwer'd, I cou'd not tell how I came there, 
But laid all the blame on her delicate air. 


Said her heart was the prize which I ſought to obtain, 
And hope ſhe wou'd grant it to eaſe my fond pain. 
She neither 1c jected nor granted my pray'r, 
But fir'd all my ſoul wit h her delicate air. 
A thouſand times o'er I've repeated my ſuit ; 
But ſtill the tormentor affects to be mute: 
'Then tell me, ye ſwains, who have conquer'd tie fair, 
How to win the dear laſs with the delicate air. 


—— 


SONG XLIII. 
Sung by Miſs BRENT, in Artaxerxes. 
M ONSTER, away! 
1 From chearful day, 
To the gloomy deſert fly; 
Paths explore 
Where lions roar, 
And devouring tygers lie, 
Tho' for food 
They wade in blood, 
All to ſave their young agree; 
'Ev'ry. creature, 
Fierce by nature, ) 
_ Harmleſs is, compar'd to thee, 


ba, 
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( 19) 
SONG XLIV. 


DUET TO. Surg by Mr. TRV DU cc, and MI 
BRENT, in the Engliſh Opera of Artaxerxes. 


| Set by Dr. Arne. 
AIR Aurora, prithee ftay ; 
O retard unwelcome day ; 


Think what anguiſh rends my breaſt, 


Thus carefling, thus careſt, 
From the idol of my heart 
Forc'd at thy approach to part. 


— 


SONG XLV. 


Sung by Miſs WRIGHT, in The Royal Shepherd. 


OW S of love ſhould ever bind 
Men who are to honour true 
They muſt have a favage mind, 
Who refuſe the fair their due. 


dcorn'd and hated may they be, 
Who from conſtancy do ſwerve; 
$0 may ev'ry nymph agree 

All ſuch faithleſs ſwaiis to ſerve. 


—— A }. —— 
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SONG XLVI. 


Sung by Mr. BEARD, in Artaxerxes. 


Much-lov'd fon ! if death 
Has ſtolen thy vital breath, 
P11 ſhare thy hagleſs fate ! 


But ere the dagger drinks my blood, 


A murther'd king at Lethe's flood, 
The tidings ſhall relate 

Bid Charon Teaſe frota toil, 
And reſt upon his oar, 


Till I arrive t attain the ſoil 


Where we ſhall part no more. 
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"SONG XLII. 
Sung by Mrs. BAKER, in Artaxerxes. 
H O W hard is my fate, 
How deſp'rate my ſtate, 
When honour and virtue excite 
To ſuffer diſtrefs, 
Contented to bleſs . 
The object in whom I delight? 


Yet, midſt all the woes | | 
My ſoul undergoes 
= Thro' virtues too rigid decree, 
| . Pl} ſcorn to complain, 
Tf the force of my pain 
Awakens his pity for me, 


th 1 
. 


» SONG XLVII. 
Sung by Mr. BEARD, in Artaxerxes. Set by Dr. Arne- 


EHOLD on Lethe's diſmal ftrand 
Thy father's troubled image ſtand ! 
In his face what grief profound 
dee, he rolls his haggard eyes 
Mark! e Revenge, revenge!“ he cries, 
And points to his ſtill-bleeding wound.) 
Obey the call, revenge his death, 
And calm his ſoul that gave thee breath. 


1 — 
— — — — 


SONG XLIX. 

Sung by Mr. MArrocks, in Artaxerxes. 
JF HEN real joy we miſs, 
Tiis ſome degree of bliſs, 

To reap ideal pleaſure, »« 

And dream of hidden treaſure, 
The ſoldier dreams of wars, 
And conquers without ſcars ; 


The 


(21) 
The ſailor in his ſleep 
With ſafety ploughs the deep : 
So I, thro' fancy's aid, 
Enjoy my heavenly maid, 
And bleſs'd with thee and love, 
, Am greater far than Jove. 


— 


—_ 


SONG TL. 
Sung by Mr. BEARD, in Artaxerxes, 


1 father I- away I renounce the ſoft claim! 
Thou ſpot to my honour ! thou blaſt to my fame, 
Let juſtice the traitor to puniſhment bring; 


His father he loſt when he murder'd his king. | 


— 


SONG LI. 


Sung by Mr. SQU1BB, in Artaxerxes. 
AIR Semira, lovely maid, 
Ceaſe, in pity, to upbraid 
My oppreſs'd, but conftant heart ; 
Full ſufficient are my woes, 
Which my cruel ſtars impoſe ; 
Heaven, alas ! has done it's part, 


SONG II. 
Sung by Mr. SqQuiBB, in Artaxerxes. 


| fy infancy our hopes and fears 
Were to each other known ; 
And friendſhip, in our riper years, 
Has twin'd our hearts in one: 
O!] elear him then from this offence ; 
Thy love, thy duty, prove; 
Reſtore him with that innocence 
Which firſt inſpit'd my love. 


5ONG 
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SONG LIM 
Sung by Miſs BRENT, in Artaxerxes. 
I F o'er the cruel tyrant, love, 
A conqueſt I believ'd, 


The flatt' ring error ceaſe to prove, 
O!] let me deceiv'd, 


Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did firſt create; 

What was my bride is now my ſhame, 
And muſt be turn'd to hate. 

Then call not to my wav'ring mind 
The weakneſs of my heart, | 

Which, ah! I feel too much inclin'd 
To take a traitor's part. 


SONG LIV. 
Sung by Mr. Marrocks. in Artaxerxes. 
0 Let the danger of a ſon 
Excite vindictive ire; 
Ihe proſpect of a kingdom won 
Should ligbt ambition's fire. 
To wounded minds revenge is balm, 
With vigour they engage, 
And ſacrifice a pleaſing calm 
To a more pleaſing rage. 


SONG LYV. 
Sung by Mr. Marrocks, in Artaxerxes. 
O ſigh and complain, 

| Alike I diſdain, 

Contented my with to enjoy: 
I ſcorn to reflect 8 

On a lady's neglect, 
DO Or barter my peace for a toy. 


5 


(23) 
In love, as in war, 
I laugh at a ſcar ; 

And if my proud enemy yield, 
The joy that remains, 1 
Is to lead her in chains, 

And glean the rich ſpoils of the field, 


— — At. 
— 
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SON G LVI. 
Sung: by Mr. TexDucci, in Artaxerxes. 


ATER, parted from the ſea, 
May increaſe the river's tide, 
To the bubbling fount may flee, 
Or through fertile valleys glide. 


Though, in ſearch of loſt repoſe, 
Thro' the land *tis free to roam, | 
Still it murmurs as it flows, | | 
Till it reach its native home. 


— A YT nn 4c Oy ne—_ 
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SONG LVII. 
Sung by Miſs Bx EN r, in Artaxerxes. 


E T' not rage, thy boſom firing, 14 
 Pity's ſotter claim remove: 

Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd, by love. 


Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine by thy loft breaſt ; 

Nor, with rancour never ending, 
Heap freſh ſorrows on th' oppreſt. 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 

Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Heav'n, that ev'ry joy has croſs'd, 
Ne'er my wretched ſtate can mend ; 
. alas [ 
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I, alas ! at once have loſt. 
Father, brother, lover, friend 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove : 

Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


„ 3 * 
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8 - - SONG Lon. 


In the Serenata of Solomon. Sung by Mrs, VINCENT, 
at Marybone. Set by Dr. Boyce. 


I B ALM Y ſweetneſs ever flowing, 
From her dropping lip diſtils; 
Flowers on her cheeks ate blowing; 
And her voice with muſic thrills : 
Zephyrs o'er the ſpices flying, 
Wafting ſweets from ev'ry tree, + 
Sick'ning ſenſe with odours cloying, 
Breathe not half ſo ſweet as ſhe, 


| SONG LIX. 
In the New Engliſh Opera of The Maid of the Mill, 
"x CHokUs, 
REE from ſorrow, free from ſtrife, 
Oh how bleſt the miller's life! 
Chearful working thro' the day, 
Still he laughs and ſings away. 
Nought can vex him, 
Nought perplex him, 
While there's griſt to make him gay. 
. Duxr. 3 
Let the great enjoy the bleſſings 
By indulgent fortune ſent, 
W hat can wealth, can grandeur offer 
More than plenty and content ? 


SONG 


; ( 25) 
SONG IX. 


Sung by Miſs BRENT, in The Maid of the Mill. 
AS I ſure a life to lead, . 
Wretched as the vilei? ſlave, 

Ev'ry hardſhip wou'd I brave, 

Rudeſt toil, ſevereſt need, 

Ere yield my hand ſo cooly 

To the man who never truly 

Could my heart in keeping Rave. 


Wealth with others ſucceſs will inſure you, 
Where your wit and your perſon may pleaſe ; 
Take to them your love, I conjure you, 
And in mercy ſet me at eaſe, 


SONG LXI. 


Sung by Miſs BRENT, in The Maid of the Mill. 
RUST me, would you taſte true pleaſure, 
Without mixture, without meaſure, 

No where ſhall you find the treaſure 
Sure as in the ſylvan ſcene : 
Bleſt, who, no falſe glare requiring, 

Nature's rural {weets admiring, 
Can, from groſſer joys retiring, 
Seek the {imple and ſerene. 


SONG LXII. 


Sung by Mrs, LA E, at Marybone-Garcens, 
The Words by Ar. S. Boyce. Set by Mr. Cha, Lampe. 
O UN G Colin ſeeks my heart to move, 
And ſighs, and talks fo much of love, 
(He'll bang or drown, I tear it) 
Of pangs, and wounds, and pointed darts; 
Of Cupid's bow, and bleeding bearts 
I vow I cannot bear it. 


( 26) 
He ſays I'm pretty —— mighty well; 
And witty 100 that's better ſtill ; 
[ And ſenfible, I ſwear it: 
| + But words, you know, are nought but wind; 
| Unleſs he'll freely tell his mind, 
I vow I cannot bear it, 


The ſhepherd dances blithe and gay, 
And ſweetly on his pipe can play; 
I own I like to hear it : 
But down-caſt looks, and hums and haws, 
So badly plead a lover's cauſe, 
I vow I cannot bear it. 


I wiſh ſome friendly nymph or ſwain 
Would bid the baſhful boy ſpeak plain, 
(1 wonder he ſhould fear it) 
Pd then take courage, like my ſex, 
The honeſt youth no more to vex, 
But wed him, I declare it. 


— — 


SONG LXIII. 


Sung by Mrs. LAM, at Marybone-Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Charles Lampe. 


OME then, come; ye ſportive ſwains ; 
Hither, jocund nymphs, advance 
O'er the ſmooth enamell'd green, 
Lead along the ruſtic dance. 
Come, your grateful tributes pay, 
Hail the roſy morn of May. 


Now again the riſing year 
Calls us forth to mirth and joy ; 
Pining grief, nor ſordid care, 
Shall our feſtive rites annoy. 
Swell then, ſwell the chearful lay, 
Hail the roſy morn of May. 


9) - 


SONG LXIV. 
Sung by Mr. SHUTER, in The Maid of the Mill. 


H Y how now, Miſs pert ! 
Do you think to divert 
My anger by fawning and ſtroking ? 
Wou'd you make me a fool, 
Tour play-thing, your tool! 
Was ever your minx ſo provoking ? 
Get out of my ſight! 
5 Twould be ſerving you right, 
To lay a ſound doſe of the laſh on; 
Contradict your Mamma! 
I've a mind by the la 
But I won't put myſelf in a paſſion, 


SONG LXV. 


Sung by Miſs HAL IAM, in The Maid of the Mill. 


I'TH the man that I love, was I deſtin'd to 
dwell, 
On a mountain, a moor, in a cot, in a cell; 
Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſert, would be 
More pleafing than courts or a palace to me. 
Let the vain and the venal, in wedlock aſpire 
To what folly eſteems, and the vulgar admire ; 

I yield them the bliſs, where their wiſhes are plac'd, 
Inſenſible creatures! *tis all they can taſte, 


ft. 
Sung by Mr. DiBDeN, in The Maid of the Mill. 
HEN you meet a tender creature, 
Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 
Full of kindneſs and good-nature ; 
Prove as kind again to ſne. | 
| n ä Happy 


"_—_ 
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Happy mortal! to poſſeſs her, 

In your boſom warm and preſs her, 

Morning, noon, and night, careſs her, 
And be fond as fond can be. 


But if one you meet that's ſrow- ard, 
Saucy, jilting, and untow- ard, 
Should you act the whining coward, 
"Tis to mend her ne'er the whit. 
Nothing's tough enough to bind her ; 
Then agog when once you find her, 
Let her go, and never mind her ; 
Heart alive, you're faialy quit. 


SONG LXVII. 
The SEASON of LOVE. 


Sung by Mrs, Lampe, at Marybone-Gardens, and 
by Mr. DEARLE, at the Grotto-Garden. 
Set by Mr. Lampe. 


RIGH T Sol is return'd, the winter is o'er, 
His all cheering beams do nature reſtore ; 


The cowllip and daiſy, the vi'let and roſe, 


Each garden, each orchard, does fragance diſcloſe ; 
The birds chearful notes are heard in ech grove, , 
All nature confeſtes the Seaſon of Love, 


The nymphs and the ſhepherds come tripping amain 
All haſten to join in the ſports of the plain; 

Our rural diverſions are free from all guile, 

The face that is honeſt ſecurely can ſmile; 

The heart that's ſincere in affection, may prove 

All nature's force the Seaſon of Love. 


O come then, Philander, with Sylvia away, 
Our friends that expect us, accuſe our delay; 
Ler's haſte to the village, the ſports to begin ; 
I'll ftrive, for my ſhepherd, the garland to win, 
But fee his approachggwhom my heart does approve, 
Who mak<s ev'ry hour the Seaſon of Love. 

| SONG 
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SONG LXVIII. 
Sung by Mr. Gits0N, at Vauxhall. Set by Ali. V ates, 


E virgins, attend, 
Believe me your friend, 
And with prudence adhere to my plan; 
Ne'er let it be ſaid, 
There goes an old maid, 
But get married as faſt as you can, 


As ſoon as you find 
Your hearts are inclin'd 
To beat quick at the fight of a man ; 
Then chooſe out a youth 
Of honour and truth, 
And get married as faſt as you can. 


For age, like a cloud, 
Your charms ſoon will ſhroud, 
And this whimſical life's but a ſpan 
Then, maids, make your hay 
While Sol darts his ray, 
And get married as faſt as you can. 


The treacherous rake 
Will arifully take 
Ev'ry method poor girls to trepan ; 2 
But baffle their ſnare, ? 
Make virtue your care, 
And get married as faſt as you can. 


And when Hymen's bands 
Have join'd both your hands, 
The bright flame till continue to fan; 
Ne'er harbour the ſtings 
That jealouſy brings; 
But be conſtant, and bleſt whit you can. 


C 3 SONG 
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SONG LXIX. 
Sung by Mr. BEARD, in The Maid of the Mill, 


HEN hey for a frolickſome life; 
I'll ramble where pleaſures are rife ; 
Strike up with the free-hearted laſſes, 
And never think more of a wife. 
Plague on it, men are but aſſes, 
To run after noiſe and ftrife. 


Had we been together buckled, 
would have prov'd a fine affair; 
Dogs would have bark'd at the cuckold, 
And boys pointing cry'd — Look there. 


— 


SONG LXX. 


Sung by Mr. VERNON, at Vauxhall Gardens, 
Set by Mr. Yates. 


AREWELL, ye green fields and. ſweet groves, 
Where Phillis engag'd my fond heart ; 
Where nightingales warble their loves, 
And nature is dreſs'd without art: 


No pleaſure ye now can afford, 
Nor muſic can lull me to reſt ; 
For Phillis proves falſe to her word, 

And Strephon can never be bleſt. 


Oft times, by the fide of a ſpring, 
Where roſes and lillies appear, 

Gay Phillis of Strephon would fing, 
For Strephon was all ſhe held dear: 


But as ſoon as ſhe found, by my eyes, 
The paſſion that glow'd in my breaſt ; 

She then, to my grief and ſurprize, 

Prov'd all ſhe had ſaid was a jeſt, 


Too late, to my ſorrow, I find, 
The beauties alone that will laſt, 


(31) 
Are thoſe that are fix'd in the mind; 
Which envy or time cannot blaſt : 


Beware then, beware how ye truſt 
Coquettes, who to love make pretence ; 
For Phillis to me had been juſt, 
If nature had bleſt her with ſenſe. 


—_— FREY 
— 


SONG LXXI. 


Sung by Mr. VERNON, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Yates. 


V HEN Fanny to woman is growing a- pace, 
| The roſe-bud beginning to blow on her face; 

For Mamma's wiſe precepts ſhe cares not a jot, 
Her heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell what. 


No ſooner the wanton her freedom obtains, / 
Than, among the gay youths, a tyrant ſhe reigns 3 
And finding her beauty ſuch power has got, 

Her heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell what 


Tho! all day in ſplendour ſhe flaunts it about, 

At court, park, and play, the ridotto, and rout; 
Tho' flatter'd, and envy'd, yet pines at her lot, | 
Her heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell what. 


A touch of the hand, or a glance of the eye, 
From him ſhe likes beſt, makes her ready to die; 
Not knowing 'tis Cupid his arrow has ſhot, 

Her heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell what. 


Ye fair, take advice, and be bleſt while you may; 
Each look, word, and action, your wiſhes betray; 
Give eaſe to the heart by the conjugal knot, „ 
Tho my pant e're ſo much, you'll ſoon know for 
what, I 
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SONG LXXII. 


The MAID's ADVICE. 
Sung by Miſs WEARMAN, at Vauxhall, 
Set by Mr. Yates. 


8 EPHER DS, would ye hope to pleaſe us, 
You muſt ev'ry humour try; 
Sometimes flatter, ſometimes teaze us, 
Sometimes laugh, and ſometimes cry, 


Soft denials are but trials 
Of the heart we wiſh to gain; 
Tho' we're ſhy, and ſcem to fly, 
If you purſue, we fly in vain, 


** —_— 
— 
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SONG LXXIII. 
Sung by Mis POITIER, in The Maid of the Mill, 
() H ! what a fimpleton was I, 


To make my bed at ſuch a rate 
Now lay thee down, vain fool, and cry, 
Thy true love ſecks another mate. 


No tears; alack | 
Will call him back, 
No tender words his heart allure : 
I could bite 
My tongue thro” ſpite —— 
Some plague bewitch'd me, that's for ſure. 


ay 


— —— 


SONG LXXIV. 
Sung by Miſs BRENT, in The Maid of the Mill, 


H! leave me in pity; the falſehood I ſcorn ; 
For ſlander, the boſom untainted dehes ; 
But rudeneſs and inſult are not to be borne, 
Tho' offer's by wretches we've ſenſe to deſpiſe. 


Of 


0 33 ) 


Of women defenceleſs, how cruel the fate 
Paſs ever ſo cautious, ſo blameleſs her way, 


Ill- nature and envy lurk always in wait, 


And innocence falls to their fury a prey. 


i. 
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SONG IXXV. 


Sung by Mr. BEARD, in Comus. 


OW Phcebus ſinketh in the weſt, 
Welcome ſong, and welcome jeſt ; 


Midnight ſhouts and revelry, 
Tipſy dance, and jollitry : 

Braid your locks with roſy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine; 
Braid your locks with roſy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine. 


Rigour now is gone to bed, 

And advice with ſcrup'lous head ; 
Strict age, and ſour ſeverity, 

With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie; 
Wich their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie. 


SONG LXXVI. 


DUETTO. Sung in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne, 
ROM tyrant laws and cuſtoms free, 


We follow ſweet variety; 


By turns we diink, and dance, and fing, 
Time for ever on the wing, 


Why ſhould niggard rules controul 
Tranſports of, the jovial ſoul ? 

No dull ftinting hour we own, 
Pleaſure counts our time alone. 
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SONG LXXVIL 
Sung in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne. 


Y dimpled brook and fountain brim, 

The. wood-nymphs, deck'd with daiſies trim, 
Their merry (merry) wakes and paſtimes keep; 3 
W hat has night to do with ſleep ? 


Night has better ſweets to prove, 
Veaus now wakes and wakens love ; 
Come, let us our rites begin, 

*Tis only day: light that makes ſin, 


«* 
— 


SONG LXXVIII. 


Sung by Miſs BEN T, Miſs PoirikER, and Mr. 
BxARD, in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne. 


IVE and love, enjoy the fair; 
Baniſh ſorrow, baniſh care; 
Mind not what old dotards ſay, 
Age has had his ſhare of play; 
But youth's ſport begins to day: 
Frem the fruits of ſweet delight 
Let nofcare-crow virtue fright ; 
Here, in pleaſure's vineyards, we 
Rove, like birds, from tree to tree, 
Careleſs, airy, gay, and free, 


8 — 
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SONG LXXIX. 

Lung by Mr. BEARD, in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne, 
LY ſwiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receive 
The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty can give; 


The bow?'s frolick joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe, in zeturn, yield the raptures of love. 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain ; 
Pow'r and grandeur infipid, and riches a pain : 


The 


The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the grave 45 
Love and wine give, ye gods, or take back what ye 


(35) 


gave. 
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SONG LXXX. 
Sung by Mr. BEARD, in Comus. 


the gaily-circling glaſs 

| We can ſee how minutes paſs ; 
By the hollow caſk are told 

How the waning night grows old, 

How the waning night grows old : 

Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 

Drives us from our ſport and play : 

What have we with day to do? 

Sons of Care, *twas made for you, 

Sons of Care, twas made for you. 


SONG IXXXI. 
Sung by Mr. Marrocks, in Comus, 


OM E, come, bid adieu to fear; 
Love and harmony live here: 
No domeſtic jealous jars, 
Buzzing ſlanders, wordy wars, 
In my preſence will appear : 
Love and harmony reign here. 
Sighs to am'rous ſighs returning, 
Pulſes beating, boſoms burning, 
Boſoms with warm wiſhes panting, 
Words to ſpeak thoſe wiſhes wanting. 
Are the only tumults here, 
All the woes you need to fear 
Love and harmony reign here. 
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SON G LXXXI. 
Sung by Miſs Po TIER, in Comus. 
IL N OR on beds of fading flow'rs, 


Shedding ſoon their gaudy pride, 
Nor with ſwains in ſyren bow'rs, 


Will true pleaſure long reſide: 
On awful virtue's hill ſublime 

Enthorn'd fits the immortal fair ; 
Who wins her height muſt patient climb; 

The ſteps are peri], toil, and care: 
So, from the firſt, did Jove ordain 
Eternal bliſs for tranſient pain. 


SONG LXXXIII. 
On the MARRIAGE ACT. 
HE fool that is wealthy is ſure of a bride; 


For riches, like fig- leaves, their naked neſs 
hide: 


The ſlave that is poor muſt ſtarve all his life, 
In a batchelor's bed, without miſtreſs or wife. 


in good days of yore they ne'er troubled their heads 
In ſettling of jointures, or making of deeds; 


ut Adam and Eve, when they firſt enter'd courſe, 


Len took one another, for better, for worſe. 


"Then pry'thee, dear Chloe, ne'er aim to be great; ; 
Let love be thy jointure ; ne'er mind an eſtate : 


You can never be poor, who have all thoſe charms 
and I ſhall be rich, when I've you in my arms. 


SONG LXXXIV. 
Sing by Mr. BEARD, in The Maid of the Mill. 
'S DDS my life! ſearch England over, 
An you match her in her ſtation, 
ll be bound to fly the nation: 
And bs lure as well I love her, 


Do 


8 


s 8 7 th * ; 
Do but feel n wy. heart a beating, ; 


Still her pretty name repeating : 7 
Here's the work tis always at, 
Pitty, patty, pat, pit, pat. 
When ſhe makes the muſic tinkle, 
What on yearth can ſweeter be ? 


Then her little eyes fo twinkle, 
*Tis a feaſt to hear and ſee. 


= 
—_— — 


SONG LXXXV. 


e by Miſs Poi r IER, in The Maid of the Mill, 


1 AM young, and I am friendleſs, 
And poor, alas! withal ; 

Sure my ſorrows will be endleſs, 
In vain for help I call. 

Have ſome pity in your nature, 

To relieve a wretched creature, 
Though the gift be ne'er ſo ſmall, 


May you, poſſeſſing every bleſſing, 
Still inherit, Sir, all you merit, Sir, 
And never know what it is to want; 
Sweet heaven, your worſhip all happineſs grant, 


— r 
— 


SONG LXXXVI. 
Sung by Mr. DiBDeN, in The Maid of the Mill, 


N they count me ſuch a ninny, 
So let them rule the roaſt, 
Jl] bet any one a guinea, 

T hat they've ſumm'd without their hoſt, 
But if I don't play 'em, in lieu for it, 
A trick that is fairly worth two of it, 

Why then let me paſs 

For a fool and an aſs, 


. e 
To be (ure the fly cajoler f 
Thought his work as good as done, 
When he found the little ſtroller 
| Was ſo eaſy to be won. 
But if I don't play em, in lieu of it, 
A trick that is fairly worth two of it. 
Why then let me paſs 5 
For a fool and an aſs. 


SONG LXXXVII. 


Sung by My, BEaR ]. 


4 merit and reaſon give ſanction to love, 
How can ye, ye fair ones, my paſſion reprove? 
For none but the prude the ſoft paſſion diſdains, 
And the boaſts of a virtue which yet ſhe but feigns, 


Genteel is my Damon, engaging his air ; 

And his face, like the morn, is both ruddy and fair : 
No vanity ſways him, no folly is ſeen ; 

But open's his temper, and noble's his mien. 


With prudence illumin'd his actions appear; 

His paſſions are calm, and his judgment is clear; 
Soft love ſits inthron'd in the beams of his eyes; 
He's manly, yet tender; he's fond, yet he's wiſe. 


He's young and gcod-humour'd ; he's gen'rous and 
ay; | | 

And his voice can, like muſic, drive ſorrow away; 

An amiable ſoftneſs ſtill dwells on his ſpeech ; 

He's willing to learn, tho' he's able to teach. 


He has promis'd to love me as long as I live, 
And his heart is too honeſt to let him deceive : 
Then blame me, ye virgins, if juſtly you can; 
For merit and fondneſs diſtinguiſh the man. 


SONG 


CW 
SONG LXXXVII. 
A Favourite Two-Part Sono. Set ay Mr, Travers, 


The Words by Matt. Prior. 


WHEN Bibo though fit from the world to retreat, 
As full of champagne as an egg's full of meat, 
He wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he ſaid, 

He wou'd be row'd back, for he was not yet dead. 


« Trim the boat, and fit quiet!“ ſtern Charon 


reply'd ; 
“ You may have forgot—you were drunk when you 
"> & pins e 


„ _ — 


SONG LXXXIX. 


AKRNO?'s--VA LE; 


HEN here, Lucinda, firſt we came, 
Where Arno rolls his filver ſtream, 

How briſk the nymph, the ſwains how gay! 
Content inſpir'd each rural lay: ; 
The birds in livelier concert ſung, 
The grapes in thicker cluſters hung; 
All look'd as joy could never fail 
Among the ſweets of Arno's vale. 


But fince the good Palemon dy'd, 

The chief of ſhepherds, and their pride, 
Now Arno's ſons mult all give place 

To northern men, and iron race: 

The taſte of pleaſure now is o'er ; 

Thy notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no more; 
The Muſes droop, the Goths prevail; 
Adieu the ſweets of Arno's Vale! | 


"_— — a o.. 
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NS ON G e. 
Sung by Mr. SHUTER, in The Maid of the Mill, 
| "iT > ſpeak my mind of womankind, 
In one word 'tis'this, 
By nature they're deſign'd 
To ſay and do amils, 


Be they maids, be they wives, 

Alike they plague our lives ; 
Wanton, headſtrong, cunning, vain, 
Born to cheat, and give men pain, 


Their ſtudy, day and night, 
Is miſchief, their delight; 
And if we ſhould prevent 
At one door the intent, 
They quickly turn about, 
And find another out. 


» — TY 


1 


| SONG XII. 
N Sung by Mi Poi TIER, in The Maid of the Mill. 
1 ORD! Sir, you ſeem mighty uneaſy, 

B 


at I the refuſal can bear; 
I warrant I ſhall not run crazy, 
Nor die, in a fit of deſpair, 


If fo you ſuppoſe, you're miſtaken ; 
For, Sir, for to let you to know, 
I'm not ſuch a maiden forſaken, 
But I have two ſtrings to my bow. 


dl SONG NXCI. 1 
Sung by Mr DisDeN, in The Maid of the Mill. 
| F that's all you want, who the plague will bc ſorry! 
| 1 T were better by half to dig {tones in a quarry 3 


For my ſnare, I'm weary of what is got by't: 
—* .-- "SW! 


$fleſh ! here's ſuch a racket, ſuch ſcolding and coiling, 


You're never content, but when folks are a toiling, 
And drudging like horſes from morning till night. 


' You think I'm afraid, but the diff rence to ſhew you, 
Firſt, yonder's your ſhoye], your ſacks too I throw youz 
Henceforward, take care of your matters who will: 
They're welcome to ſlave for your wages that need'em, 
'Tol lol derol lol, I have purchas'd my freedom, 
And never hereafter ſhall work at the mill. 


— — 


SONG XCIL 


The SHEPHERD and SHEPHERDESS, 
a CAN TATA. 
Set hy Mr. Battiſhill. 


Sung by Mr. PRENTICE, and Miſs BRowW-], «tf 
Sadler's-Wells. 8 


Shepherd. RECITATIVE. 


= HE morning's freſhneſs calls me forth, 
To view creation crown the earth. 


2 


— 


AIR, 
Come, my Lucy, come away, 
Share with me this ſun-ſhine day; 
Sweets of May make nature gay, 
Come, my Lucy, come away. 
Shepherdeſs. RECITATIVE, 
Ah!] help me, ſhepherd, do but ſee, 
I'm ſtung this moment by a bee. 
Shepherd. AIR. 


If you from a wound that's ſo ſmall feel a pain, 

Then think what you give to a true-loving ſwain, 

When ſcornful you fly from his pray'rs : 

A bee's ſingle ſting but a little while ſmarts, 

But wounds for years feſter in fond ſhepherds hearts, | 
When laſſes will give themſelves airs, x 


[ 
| 
ö 
| 


—̃ ̃ — 


(42) 

1 Shepherdeſs. 
Ah ! ſhepherd, ah ! ſhepherd, mankind, like the bee, 
Fly. buzzing about ev'ry beauty they fee ; 

And when the believing fool'd maid, 
O'ercome by their arts, feels the force of love's ſting 5 
At once, like the bee, the ſhepherd takes wing, 

And laughing he leaves her betray'd, 


Shepherd. RECITATIVE, 
Then fix me at once for rhe reſt of my life, 
And from ſhepherd and laſs, let us be man and wife. 


Shepherdeſi. AIR, 
Maids well ſhould beware ere to that they conſent, 
Thoſe in haſte to be marry'd, at leiſure repent ; 
We ſhould look ere we leap, *tis a lott'ry for life, 
Where the blanks are all drawn by a man and his 


wile, 
Shepherd. 
Thoſe who wed for mere wealth ſuch misfortunes 
may prove, 


But we buy wedlock's tickets with true love for love; 
And fince friendſhip's the prize in the lott'ry for life, 
We ſhall ſtand the beſt chance when we're made man 

and wife, ; 


Shepherdeſs, 

Shall I liberty leave, and ſubmit to be rul'd ; 
To my children a ſlave, by my huſband be fool'd ; 
The day ſpent in trouble, the night waſte in ſtrife! 
This is often the change from a maid to a wife. 

. - Shepberd. 
We a wife take, tis ſaid, &er for better or worſe ; 
Marriage therefore is either a bleſſing or curſe ; 
Let us ſhew, by example, the bleſſings of life 
Can only be found in a man and his wife. 


Shepherde/i. 


1439 
; Hepherdeſt. 
But ſee the ſun ſetting the clouds ſkirt with gold, 
And nibbling flocks riſing, repair to their fold; 
Let us homeward repair—— 
Both, 
— — » And end further ſtrife, 
And W my dear, we'll be made man and 
Wile. 


* — 


SONG XCIV. 
Sung by Mr. Low, at Mary bone-Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Lampe. 


HE Sun, like any bridegroom gay, 
Roſe to ſalute the ſpring ; 
The flow'rets hail'd the birth of May, 
And birds began to ſing, 
When Damon tript it o'er the plain, 
Dear Chloe's heart to win ; 
But at the window tapt in vain, 
She would not let him in. 


Beſide the manſions where the great 
From glorious feats retir'd, 

The Druids us'd to celebrate 
The virtues they admir'd : 

Love whiſper'd then in Damon's ear, 
And bad his ſong begin ; 

And thus he ſung, to pleaſe the fair, 
In hopes ſhe'd let him in. 


So ſweet his ſong, the maiden roſe, 
In rural plain attire ; 
And like the genial ſeaſon glows 
Wich thrilling, ſoft defire : 
But, angry like, by love controul'd, 
Cry'd, Shepherd, why this din ? 


Why 


| (44) 
Why wake me thus? I've often told 
I ne'er would let you in. 
The fair one in his arms he preſt, 
And kiſs'd her o'er and o'er ; 
And who, with honour in his breaſt, 
Could then have thought on more ? 
To church he led her, in her prime, 
For pleaſure void of fin, 
And now ſhe hails the happy time 
When firſt ſhe let him in. 


- — 
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SONG XCV. 
Set by Mr. Baildon. Sung at Vauxhall. 


RECITATIVE. 


ARK, the horn calls away; 
Come the grave, come the gay; 
Wake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 
Quit the bondage of ſloth, and ariſe. 


AIR, 


From the Eaſt breaks the morn, 
See the ſun beams adorn | 
The wild heath, and the mountains ſo high, 
The wild heath, and the mountains ſo high ; 
Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 
Phe ſteed neighs to the ſound, 
And the floods and the vallies reply, 
And the floods and the vallies reply. 


Our forefathers ſo good 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 
By encount'ring the hart and the boar, 
By encount'ring, &c. | 
Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 
Age and youth urg'd the chace, 
And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar, 
And taught, &c, 


— — — 
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Hence, 


4 | 

Hence, of noble decent, 
Hills and wilds we frequent, 
Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd, 
Where the, &c. - 

Tho' in life's buſy day, 

Man of man makes a prey, 
Still let our's be the prey of the field, 
Still let our's, &c, I 


With the chace in full ſight, 
Gods! how great the delight! 
How our mortal ſenſations refine ! 
How our, &c. 
Where is care, where is fear ? 
Like the winds, in the rear, 
And the man's loſt in ſomething divine, 
And the man's, &c. 


Now to horſe, my brave boys: 
Lo ! each pants for the joys 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole, 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole: 
Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures recount, 
And renew the chace over the bowl. 
And renew the chace over the bowl. 


—— — ᷓ — — — — — — — — 


SONG CXAVI. 
JEALOUSY, Set by Dr. Arne. 


Ealouſy, begone, and leave me! 
From my boſom, ah! remove: 
While thou ſtay'ſt, thou doſt but grieve me; 
Hence, thou foe to facred fove !_ 
Whilſt by thee the he+:r's directed, 
A things double faces wor; 
Chloe, in thy _!als reflet-d, 
Scems as falle as ihe is fair. 


Harmleſs 


. p11 — 


(46) 


Harmleſs looks and light expreſſions, 
Where love's eye no meaning reads, 
To ſome rival are confeſſions 
Of a heart that for him bleeds. 
Cruel ſpy ! that ne'er diſcovers 
What may eaſe the frantic mind, 
Hence! nor blaft the bliſs of lovers: 
Leave us happy, leave us blind, 


» 
— — 


— 
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SONG XCVII. 
The GOLDFINCH to CLOE. 
RECITATIVE. 
O Handel's pleaſing notes, as Chloe ſung 
The charms of heav'nly Liberty, 
A gentle bird, till then with bondage pleas'd, 
With ardour panted to de free ; 


His priſon broke, he ſeeks the diſtant plain: 
Yet, e're he flies, tunes forth his parting ſtrain. 


AIR. 


Whilſt to the diſtant vale I wing, 
Nor wait the flow return of ſpring, 
Rather in leafleſs groves to dwell 
Than in my Chloe's warmer cel], 
Forgive me, miſtreſs, ſince by thee 
I firſt was taught ſweet liberty. 


Soon as the welcome ſpring ſhall chear, 
With genial warmth, the drooping year, 
I'll tell, upon the topmoſt ſpray, 

Thy ſweeter notes improv'd my lay, 
And in my priſon learn'd from thee 
To warble forth ſweet liberty. 


Waſte not on me an uſeleſs care, * 
That kind concern let Strephon ſhare ; 
Slight are my ſorrows, ſlight my ills, 
To thoſe which he, poor captive | feels, 


_— ————— — 


(47) , 
Who, kept in hopeleſs bonds by thee, 
Yet ſtrives not for his Liberty. 


3 . ie e 
SONG XCVIII. 
The HONEST FELLOW. Set h Dr. Arne. 


H O! pox o' this nonſenſe, I prithee give o'er, 
And talk of your Phillis and Chloe no more; 
Their face, - their air, and their mien, what a 
| rout ! 
Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the'bottle about. 
Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about. 


Let finical fops play the fool and the ape ; 

They dare not confide in the juice of the grape 
But we honeſt fellows—'ſ{death ! who'd ever think 
Of puling for love, while he's able to drink? 
Of puling, &c. 


*Tis wine, only wine, that true pleaſure beſtows ; 
Our joys it increaſes, gnd lightens our woes; 
Remember what topers of old us'd to ſing, 

The maa that is drunk is as great as a king. 
The man, &c. 


If Cupid aſſaults you, there's law for his tricks; 
Anacreon's Caſes ſee, page twenty-ſix : 

The precedent's glorious, and juſt by my ſoul; 
Lay hold on, and drown the young dog in a bowl. 
Lay hold, &c. | 


What's life but a frolic, a ſong, aud a laugh? 
My toaſt ſhall be this, whilſt I've liquor to quaff; 
May mirth and good fellowſhip always abound ; 
Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 
Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 


1. 
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'S ON G | XCIX. 
Sung by Mr. Bz arp, in the Jovial Crew. 


Made love to Kate, 
Long I ſigh'd for ſhe, 
Till I heard of late, 
She'd a mind for me: 
I met her on the green, 
In her beft array ; 
So pretty ſhe did ſeem, 
She ſtole my heart away. 
Oh! then we kiſs'd and 8 were we much to 
blame? 


Had you been in my place, you'd have done the ſame. 


As I fonder grew, 
She began to prate, 
Quoth ſnhe—IL'Il marry you, 
And you ſhall marry Kate; 
But then I laugh'd, and ſwore, 
J lov'd her more than ſo; 
Ty'd each to a rope's end 
Is tugging ee 
Again we kiſs' d and preſs'd; were we much to blame ? 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the ſame. 


Then ſhe ſigh'd, and ſaid, 
She was wond'rous ſick, 
Dicky Katy led, 
Katy ſhe led Dick: 
Long we toy'd and play'd 
Under yonder oak, | 
Katy loſt the game, 
Tho' ſhe play'd in joke; 
For theie we did, alas | what I dare not name; 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the ſame. 


SONG 


(49) 
SONG C. 


The COMPARISON. S by Dr. Arne. 


1 to death we will compare; 
For ſure, to thoſe who love ſincere, 


So dreadful is the pain; — 


Such doubts, ſuch horrors rend the mind: 
But oh! when adverſe fate grows kind, 
How ſweet to meet again 


To thoſe try'd hearts, and thoſe alone, 

Who have the pangs of abſence known, 

| The bliſsful change is giv'n ; 

And who—Oh ! who, wou'd not endure 

The pangs of death, if they were ſure 
To reap the joys of heav'n? 
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"3 Q0N9-0..: 
The LOVERs PETITION. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 
; F AIRE R than the op'ning lillies 


Sweeter than the morning roſe. 
Are the blooming charms of Phillis ; 
Richer ſweets does ſhe diſcloſe. 
Long ſecure from Cupid's pow'r, 
Soft repoſe had lulPd my breaſt, 
Till in one ſhort fatal hour, 
She depriv'd my foul of reſt, 


Cupid, god of pleaſing anguiſh, 
From whoſe ſhafts I bleed and burn 
Teach, O] teach the maid to languiſh 
Strike fair Phillis in her turn. 
From that torment in her breait, 
Soon topity ſhe'll incline, 
And, to give her boſom reſt, 
Kindly heal the - in mine. 
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SONG Cl. 


Sung by Miſs BRENT, at Ranelagh. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


OVE's the tyrant of the heart, 
Full of miſchief, full of woe; 
All his joys are mixt with ſmart ; 
Thorns beneath his roſes grow: 
And ſerpent-like he ſtings the breaſt, 
Where he is harbour'd and careſs'd. 


SONG CIIL 


Sung by Mr. ANDREws, at Sadler's- Wells, 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


RECITATIVE, 
O yonder heech's friendly ſhade 
Repair, my Aura, lovely maid ; 
And while our Jambkins frolic make, 
Thy ſhepherd's treaſure ſmiling take. 


AIR. 
Were to my wiſh thy temples bound, 
How India's gems ſhould blaze around! 


Le wiſhes are but idle breath; 


Acccpt, in lieu, a roſy wreath : 

Had 1 proud Perſia at my beck, 

What gaudy robes my fair ſhould deck! 
But as it is, vouchſake to wear 

W tat «nce enwrapt my fleecy care. 


Of burniſh'd gold, or ſilver fair, 
"Pho feet of thine ſhou'd ſandals bear: 
But, all J have to offer now, 
The hide of Dap, thy' fav'rite cow. 
Said Aura--Sanda!s, robes and crowns, 
Are lender proofs gainſt fortune's frowns ; 
| | We've 


— 


(51) 
We've health and eaſe—lIs heaven ſcant ? 
Here take my hand—we've all we want. 


SONG CIV. 


VALENTINE“'s- DAV. t by Dr. Arne, 


HEN bluſhes dy'd the cheek of morn, 

And dew-drops gliſten'd on the thorn ; 
When ſky-larks tun'd their carols ſweet, 
To hail the God of light and heat ; 
Philander, from his downy bed, 
To fair Liſetta's chamber ſped, 
Crying—A wake, ſweet love of mine, 
I'm come to be thy Valentine! 


Soft love, that balmy ſleep denies, 
Had long unveil'd her brilliant eyes, 
Which (that a kiſs ſhe might obtain) 
She artfully had clos'd again: 

He ſunk, thus caught in beauty's trap, 
Like Phoebus into Thetis' lap, 

And near forgot that his deſign 

Was but to be her Valentine. 


She, ſtarting, cry'd—I am undone ! 
Philander, charming youth, be gone! 
For this time, to your vows fincere, 
Make virtue, not your love, appear : 
No ſleep has clos'd theſe watchful eyes 
(Forgive the fimple fond diſguiſe ;) 

To gen'rous thoughts your heart iu.cline, 
And be my faithful Valentine. 


The brutal paſſion ſudden fled, 

Fair honour govern'd in its ſtead, 

And bath agreed, e're ſetting fun, 

To join two virtuous hearts in one : 
Their beauteous offspring ſoon did prove 
The ſweet effects of mutual love; 
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( 52) 
And, from that hour to life's decline, 
dhe bleſs'd the day of Valentine. 


SONG CV. 
BACCHUS and ARIADNE. A Cantata. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


RERHCITATIVE. 


HE faithleſs Theſeus ſcarce had got on board, 
When Ariadne wak'd, and miſs'd her lord: 

Sudden ſhe roſe, and to the beach ſhe flew, 

And ſaw his veſſel leſo'ning to her view: 

She ſmote her breaſt ; ſhe rav'd, and tore ber hair; 

Then, in ſoft plaints, ſhe vented her deſpair. 


AIR. 


Ah! Theſeus, Theſeus, ſtay! 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye winds, to blow! 
Kind Neptune, ceaſe to flow, 
Nor w-ft my love away | 
Ab! whithe: wilt thou go! 
Could | have ſerv'd hee fo ? 
Ab! Theſcus, faithleſs Thefeus, tell me why 
You fly from her who gave thee pow'r to fly ? 


 RECITATIVE. 


Ther jolly god who rules the jovial bowl, 
Pecs, whoſe gifts re animate the ſoul, 
He: and beheid poor Ariadne's grief, 
Fay TY! t 1 1» thus. aceminifter'd relief. 
AIR. 
Ce. *, lovely nymrn, to veep, 
N F hat falling tear; 
4 4 "> % : Reſbvus wiongh the deep, 
Youveltill a lover here: 


I am 


With foft reluctance ſhe at laſt comply'd, 
And to her lips the nectar'd cup apply'd ; 
The potent draught, with more chin magic art, 
Flew thro” her veins, and feiz'd her yielding heart: 
In wine ambrofiil all her cares were drown'd, 
And with ſucceſs the joviaf god was crowa'd ; 
While old Silegus as he rcei'd along. 

Thus entertain d them with his frolic ſong. 


Learn hence, ye fond maidens, wha droop and who 


Learn hence, ye fond lovers the virtue of wine : 
Let the nvmph, who's forſaken for one's that's more 


Take a comforting glaſs, and *twill drown all deſpair ; 
And let the fond youth who wou'd win the coy maid, 
Intead of his Cupid” „ ſeek Bacchus's aid. 

Jolly Bacchus ne'er fails of performing his part: 

Let him gain the head, and you'll ſoon gain the heart, 


(53) 


lam Bacchus, god of wine, 

God of reve!ry and joy; 
If Ariadne will be mine, 

Mirth ſhell ev'ry hour employ. 
Come, Silenus, fill a cup 

Of my choiceſt cordial draught : 
Fill it, man, why fil it up; 

Twill baniſh ev'ry gloomy thought: 
Fill it higher, to the brink : 
Come, my lovely mourner, drink! 


RECITATIVE. 


Alx. 


pine, 


fair, 


The Words made to a favourite Scotch Alk, in the 


- by Miſs BRENT, at Ranelagh, Set by Dr, Arne. 


SONG CI. 


Overture of Thomas and Sally. 


O caſe his heart, and own his flame, 
Blithe Jocky to young Jenny came; 
D 3 But 


(54) 
But, tho' ſhe lik'd him paſling wee, 
She careleſs turn'd her Spinning- Wheel, 


Her milk-white hand he did extol, 

And prais'd her fingers long and ſmall : 
Unuſual joy her heart did feel ; 

But ſtill ſhe turn'd her Spinning-Wheel, 


Then round about her flender waiſt 

He claſp'd his arms, and her embrac'd ; 
To kiſs her hand he down did kneel : 
But yet ſhe turn'd her Spinning-Wheel. 


Wich gentle voice ſhe bid him riſe; 

He bleſs'd her neck, her lips, and eyes: 
Her fondnefs ſhe could ſcarce conceal ; 
Vet ſtill ſhe turn'd her Spinning-W heel, 


Till, bolder grown, fo cloſe he preſs'd, 
His wanton thoughts ſhe quickly gueſs'd ; 
Then puſh'd him from her rock and reel, 
And angry turn'd her Spinning- Wheel, 


At laſt, when ſhe began to chide, 

He {wore he meant her for his bride : 

*T'was then her love ſhe did reveal, 
And flung away her Spinning- Wheel. 


— — 


SONG CVII. 


CALIA. A Cantata. Set by Signior Paſqualli, 
and Sung at Ranelagh. 


REciTATIVE, accompanied. 
O H! *tis Elizium all—in beauty dreſt, 
To Fancy's eye my Cælia flood confeſt : 
Her glance ſpake exſ{tacy :—** No more,” ſhe cries, 
„ No more my love ſhall weep and waſte in ſighs. 
„ Be chearful, Thyrſis, and again adorn 
Wich lovely mirth thy foul for my return; 
„And then embrace me.“ — Oh! 'twas heav'n to 
n 
Starting I wake, but find no Cælia near. 


Alx. 


(55) 
AIR. : 
To my lips than neQtar ſweeter, 
W hereſoc'er I turn my eyes, 
Only thee I view, dear creature; 
Ev'ry other object dies. 
Still thy charming form is playing, 
Whether ſoft reclin'd by ſtreams, 
Or thro' ſhining crouds I'm ſtraying, 
When diſſolv'd in pleaſing dreams. 


— 8 


SONG CVIII. 
Set by Dr. Arne, in Alfred. 


1 F thoſe who live in ſhepherd's bow'r, 
Preſs not the gay and ſtately bed ; 
The new-mown hay and breathing flow'r 
A ſofter couch beneath them ſpread, 


If thoſe who fit at ſhepherd's board, 
Soothe not their taſte with wonton art; 
They take what nature's gifts afford, 
And take it with a chearful heart, 


If thoſe who drain the ſhepherd's bowl, 
No high and ſparkling wines can boaſt ; 

With wholeſome cups they chear the ſoul, 
And crown them with the village toaſt, 


If thoſe who join in ſhepherd's ſport, 
Dancing on the daiſy'd ground, 

Have not the ſplendour of a court; 
Yet love adorns the merry round. 


— 2 ren 


SONG CX. 

Sung at Ranelagh. 
S Colin rang'd early one morning in ſpring, 
To hear the wood's choriſters watble and og ; 
D 4 Yourg 
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(56) 
Young Phcebe he ſaw ſupinely was laid, 


And thus in ſweet melody ſung the fair maid : 
And thus, &c. 


Of all my experience how vaſt the amount, 
Since fifteen long winters I fairly can count! 
Was ever poor damſel ſo ſadly betray'd, 

To live to theſe years, and yet ſtill be a maid ? 
To live, &c. 


Ye heroes triumphant by land and by fea, 
Sworn vot'ries to love, yet unmindful of me; 
Of proweſs approv'd, of no dangers afraid, 


Will you ſtand by like daſtards, and ſee me a maid ? 
Will you, &c. 


Ye counſellors ſage, who, with eloquent tongue, 
Can do what you pleaſe, with right and with wrong; 
Can it be or by law, or by equity ſaid, 

That a comely young girl ought to die an old maid ? 
That a comely, &c. 


Ye learned phyſicians, whoſe excellent ſkill, 
Can fave or demoliſh, can heal or can kill ; 
To a poor forlorn damſel contribute your aid, 


Who is ſick, very ſick, of remaining a maid, 
Who is ſick, &c. 


Ye fops, I invoke not to liſt' to my ſong, 


Who anſwer no end, and to no ſex belong, 


Ye echoes of echo, ye ſhadows of ſhade ; 
For if I had you, I might till be a maid. 
For if, &c. 


Young Colin was melted to hear her complain, 
Then whiſper'd relief, like a Kind-hearted ſwain ; 
And Pheœbe, well pleas'd, is no longer afraid 

Of being neglected, and dying a maid. 

Of being neglected, and dying a maid. 


SONG 
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SONG (X. 


Set by Dr. Arne, in Alfred. 
HE ſhepherd's plain life, 
Without guilt, without ſtrife, 
Can only true bleſſings impart : 
As nature directs 
That bliſs he expects 
From health, and from quiet of heart. 


Vain grandeur and pow'r,. 
Thoſe joys of an hour, 

Tho' mortals are toiling to find 
Can titles or ſhow 
Contentment beſtow ? 

All happineſs dwells in the mind. 


Behold the gay roſe, - 
How lovely it grows, 

Secure in the depth of the vale ! 
Yon oak, that on high 
Aſpires to the ſky, 

Both light'ning and tempeſts aſſail. 

| Duetto. 

Then let us the ſnare 
Of ambition beware, 

That ſource of vexation and ſmart ; 
And ſport on the glade, 
Or repoſe in the ſhade, 

With health and with quiet of heart. 
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SONG CX. 
The SHEPHER D. S by Dr. Arne. 


O more the feſtive train Pl] join : 
Adieu! ye rural ſports, adieu! 


For what, alas! have griefs like mine 
Wich paſtimes or 1 to do? 
3 


( 58 ) 


N 
0 Let hearts at eaſe ſuch pleaſures prove, 
| But I am all deſpair and love, 


Ah well a day] how chang'd am I! 

k When late I ſeiz'd the rural reed, 

So ſoft my ſtrains, the herds hard by 

' Stood gazing, and forgot to feed; 

h But now my ſtrains no longer move, 
They're diſcord all, deſpair and love. 
=_” Behold around my ftraggling ſheep, 

t The faireſt once upon the lea ; 

. No ſwain to guide, no dog to keep, 

Lo Unihorn they ſtray, nor mark'd by me: 
The ſhepherds mourn to ſee them rove; 
They aſk the caule, I anſwer, love. 


Neglected love fiſt taught my eyes 
With tears of anguith to o'erflow ; 
"His that which All'd my breaſt with ſighs, 
And turn'd my pipe to notes of woe 
_ Love has occaſion'd all my ſmart, 
Dispers'd my flock, and bruke my heart. 


SONG CXIL 


Sung by Mr. Lows, Set by Dr. Arne. 


ESOLV D, as her poet, of Celia to ſing, 
For emblems of beauty I ſearch'd thro' the 
Spring; | 
T'o f:wers foit blooming compar'd tbe ſwect maid, 
But ilowers, tho' blooming, at ev'ning may fade. 
Of ſunſhine and breezes I next thought to write, 
Of breezes fo calm, and of ſunſhine ſo bright; 
But theſe with my fair no reſemblance will hold, 
For the ſun ſets at night, and breezes grow cold, 


The clouds of mild evening array'd in pale blue, 
While the ſun-beams behind them peep'd glittering 


through, 
Tho' 


( 59 ) 
Tho! to rival her charms they can never ariſe, 
Yet methought they look'd ſomething like Celia's 
ſweet eyes : 
Theſe beauties arz tranſient ; but Celia's will laſt, 
When ſpring, and when ſummer, and autumn, are 
aſt | 
For ſenſe and good-humour no ſeaſon diſarms, 
And the ſoul of my Celia enlivens her charms, 


At length on a fruit- tree a bloſſom I found, 
Which beauty diſplay'd, and ſhed fragrance around, 
I then thought the muſes had ſmil'd on my pray'r : 
This bloſſom, I cry'd, will reſemble my fair; 
Theſe colours ſo gay, and united ſo well, 

This delicate texture, and raviſhing mel. 

Be her perſon's dear emblem : but where hall I find, 
In nature, a beauty that equals her mind ? 


This bloſſom, now pleaſing, at ſummer's gay call 
Muſt languiſh at firſt, and muſt afterwards fall ; 

But behiga it the fruit, its ſucceſſor, ſhall riſe, 

By nature diſrob'd of its beauteous diſguiſe: 

So Celia, when youth, that gay bloſſom, is o'er, 
By her virtues improv'd, ſhall engage me the more, 
Shall recall ev'ry beauty, that brighten'd her prime, 
When her merit is ripen'd by love, and by time. 


hee ti 
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SONG CXIII. 


N O nymph that trips the verdant plains, 
With Sally can compare; 
She wins the hearts 1 all the ſwains, 
And rivals all the fair: 
The beams of Sol delight and clear, 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll; 
But Sally's ſnnes can all the year 
Give pleaſure to the ſoul, 


When 


( 60) 
hen from the Eaſt the morning ray 
Illumes the world below, | 

Her preſence bids the God of day 

With emulation glow : 
Frefh beauties deck the painted ground, 

Birds ſweeter notes prepare; 
Tue playful lambkins ſkip around, 
And hail the ſiſter fair. 


The lark but ſtrains his livid throat, 
To bid the maid rejoice, 

And mimicks, while he ſwells his note, 
The ſweetneſs of her voice: | 

The fanning zephyrs round her play, 
While Flora ſhe'll perfume, 

And ev'ry flow'ret ſeems to ſay, 
J but for Sally bloom. 


The am'rous youth her charms proclaim, 
From morn to eve their tale : 

Her beauty and unſpotted fame 
Make vocal every vale ; 

The ſtream meand'ring thro' the mead, 
Her echo'd name conveys ; 

And ev'ry voice, and ev'ry reed, 
Is tun'd to Sally's praiſe. 


No more ſhall blithſome laſs and ſwain 
To mirthful wake reſort, 

Nor ev'ry May-moin on the plain 
Advance in rural ſport : 

No more ſhall guſh the purling ril!, 
Nor mufick wake the grove, 

Nor flocks look ſnow like on the hill, 

When I forget to love. 


SON G 


' 
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SONG CXIV. 
KITTY; or, The FEMALE PHAETON, 


Set by Dr. Arne, and Sang at Vauxhall, 
The Wards by Mr. Prior. | 


AIR Kitty, beautiful and Joung, 
And wild as colt untam'd, 

Beſpoke the fair from whence ſhe ſprung,, 
With little rage inflam'd; 

Inflam'd with rage and fad reſtraint, 
Which wiſe mamma ordain'd, 

And ſorely vex'd to play the ſaint, 
While wit and beauty reign'd, 
While wit and' beauty reign'd. 

And ſorely vex'd to play the ſaint; 
While wit and beauty reign'd. 

Muſt lady Jenny friſk about, 
And vifit with her couſins ? 

At balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 
And bring home hearts by dozens 

What has ſhe better, pray, than I, 
What hidden charms to boaſt, 

That all mankind for. her ſhould die,. 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt ? 

While I am ſcarce a toaſt ? 

That all mankind for her ſhould die, 

While I am ſcarce a toaſt? 


Dear, dear mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my fortune try; 
I'll have my earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the reaſon why. 
Fond love prevail'd, mamma gave way; 
Kitty, at heart's deſire, 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire, 
And ſet the world on fire. 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 


And ſet the world on fire. SONG 4 
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SONG CXV. 


C ANTATA. Tranſlated from the French by the 
late Lord Landidown. 


Sung by Mr. BEARD. Set by Dr. Arne, 
ROLIC and free, for pleaſure born, 
Dull, ſelf-denying fools I ſcorn : 
The profer'd bliſs I ne'er refuſe, 
Tis often troubleſome to chuſe. 
Lov'ſt thou, my friend? I love at ſight : 
Drink'ſt thou? this bumper does thee right: 
At random with the ſtream I flow, 


And play my part, where-e'er I go. 


But, god of ſleep, fince we muſt be 
Oblig'd to give ſome hours to thee ; 

Invade me not, while the full bowl 

Glows in my cheeks, and warms my ſoul ! 
Be that the only time to ſnore, 

When I can laugh, and drink no more : 


| Short, very ſhort, be then thy reign, 


For I'm in haſte to live again. 
But oh! if melting in my arms, 


The nymph belov'd, with all her charms, 
In ſome ſoft dream ſhould then ſurpriſe, 


And grant what waking ſhe denies 
Gentle lumber, prithee ſtay ! 
Slowly, flowly bring the day |! 
May no tude noiſe my bliſs deſtroy ! 
Such ſweet deluſion's real joy. 


— * 


SON G CXVI. 
DUET T O, in the Oratorio of Joſeph. 


HAT *s ſweeter than the new-blown roſe, 
Or breezes from the new mown cloſe ? 


What's ſweeter than an April morn, 


Or May-day's filver fragrant thorn ? 


What 


( 63) 


What than Arabia's ſpicy grove ? 
Oh! ſweeter far the breath of love. 


SONG CXVI. 
The MORNIN G. A Cantata. 
Set by Dr. Arne, 


HE gqlitt'ring ſun begins to riſe 
On yonder hill, and paints the ſkies ; 
The lark his warbling matin ſings ; 
Each flow'r in all its beauty ſprings 
The village up, the ſhepherd tries 
His pipe, and to the woodland hies. 


Oh!] that on the enamell'd green 
My Delia, lovely maid, were ſeen, 
Freſher than the roſe's bloom, 
Sweeter than the mead's perfume. 


Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away, 

To Delia's ear the tender notes convey : 

As ſome lone turtle his loſt love deplores, 

And with ſhrill ecchoes fills the ſounding ſhores, 
So I, like him abandon'd and forlorn. 

With ceaſeleſs plaints my abſent Delia mourn, 


Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs along : 
The birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their ev'ning fong, 
The winds to blow, the waving woods to move, 
And ſtreams to murmur, e're I ceaſe to love: 

Not bubbling fountains to the thirſty ſwain, 

Nor balmy ſleep to lab'rers ſpent with pain, 

Nor ſhow'rs to larks, nor ſunſhine to the bee, . 
Are half ſo pleaſing as thy ſight to me. 


— 


2 


| 
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SONG. CXVIII. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


HEN trees did bud, and fields were green, 
And flow'rs were fair to ſee; 
When Mary was complete fifteen, 
And love laugh'd in her eyes; Blithe 


C 64) 
Blithe Jockey's looks her heart did move 
To ſpeak her mind thus free : 
& Gang down the burn, my gentle love, 
* And ſoon I'Il follow thee.” 


Now Jockey did each lad ſurpaſs 
That dwelt on this burn fide; 
And Mary was a bonny laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride : 
Her cheeks were roſy red and white, 
Her eyes were azure blue, 
Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew. 


What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs play, 
And nothing, ſure, unmeet ! 

For, ganging home, I heard them ſay 
They lik'd a walk fo ſweet : 

His cheek to her's he fondly laid ; 
She cry'd, ** Sweet love be true; 

« And wher a wife, as now a maid, 
« To death I'll follow you.” 


— 


SONG CXIX. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


8. went o'er the meadows, no matter the day, 
A ſhepherd I met who came tripping that way; 
I was going to fair all ſo. bonny and gay. 
He aſk d me to let him go with me there; 
No harm ſhall come to you, young damſel I ſwear; 
PI! buy you a fairing to put in your hair. 


You've a good way to go, it is more than a mile ; 
We'll reft, if you pleaſe, when we get to yon fille ; 
I've a ſtory to tell, that will charm you the while, 
Togo with him farther. I did not much care ; 
But ſtill I went on, not ſuſpeCting a ſnare ;. 
For I dream'd of a fairing to come from the fair. 


— 


To 


C089 : 
to make me more eaſy, he ſaid all he could: 
I threaten'd to leave him, unleſs he'd be good; 
For I'd not for the werld he ſhould dare to be rude. 
— Young Roger had promis'd, and baulk'd me laſt year; 
If he ould do ſo, I would go no more there, 
'Tho' I long'd e'er ſo much for a gift from the fair. 


When we got to the ſtile, he would ſcarce be ſaid no; 
He preſs*'d my ſoft lips, as if there he would grow: 
(Take care how that way with a ſhepherd you go.) 
Confounded I ran, when I found out his ſnare ; 

No ribbond, I cry'd, from ſuch hands will I wear, 
Nor go, while I live, for a gift to the fair. 


SONG CXX. 
In the Engliſh Opera of Eliza. Set by Dr, Arne. 


YT APPY day! for ever dear, 
Brighteſt of the circling year 
Smiles like thine can freedom charm, 
Glory crown, and virtue warm. 
Peace comes ſmiling up to thee ; 
Pleas'd, come onward Liberty ; 
Plenty too brings up the band, MH 
Dancing o'er this happy land. q 


| A favourite Sox o, in the Oratoris of Judith. | | 
Sung by Miſs BRENT. Set by Dr. Arne. 


AIN is beauty's gaudy flow'r, 

Pageant of an idle hour; #! 

Born juft to bloom and fade; 1 
Nor leſs weak, leſs vain than it, "Wo 
Is the pride of human wit; 


'The ſhadow of a ſhade. 
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SONG CXXIL 
A TOUCH on the TIMES. 
The Wards by James Worſdale, Eſq; Set by Dr. Arne. 
C OME liften and laugh at the times, 


Since folly was never ſo ripe ; 
For ev'ry man laughs at thoſe rhimes 
That give his own follies a wipe : 
Welive in a kind of diſguiſe ; 
We flatter, we lye, and proteſt ; 
While each of us artfully tries 
On qthers to faſten the jeſt. 


The virgin, when firſt ſhe is woo'd, 
Returns ev'ry ſigh with diſdain ; 

And while by her lover purſu'd, 
Can laugh at his folly and pain : 

But when from her innocence won, 
And doom'd for her virtue to mourn, 

When ſhe finds herſelf loft and undone, 
He laughs (tho' unjuſt) in his turn, 


The fools, who at law do contend, 
Can laugh at each others's diſtreſs ; 
And while the dire ſuit does depend, 
Ne'er think how their ſubſtance grows lels ; 
Till hamper'd by tedious expence, | 
Altho' to compound they are loth, 
They'll find, when reſtor'd to their ſenſe, 
The lawyers ſit laughing at both. 


But while we perceive it the faſhion 
For each tool to laugh at each other, 
Let us ſtrive, with gen'rous compaſſion, 
To correct, not contemn, one another. 
We all have ſome follies to hide, 
Which, known, wou'd diſhonour the beſt, 
And life, when 'tis thoroughly try'd, 
Like friendſhip, will ſeem but a jeſt, 1 
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SONG CXXII. 
Sung by Miſs BxenT, in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne, 


WEET Echo, ſweeteſt nymph that liv' unſeen 
Within thy airy cell, 
By flow Mzander's margent green, 
And in the violet-embroider'd vale, 
Where the love-lorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee her ſad ſong mourneth well; 
anſt thou not tel} me of a gentle pair 
That likeſt thy Narciſſus are? 
O! if you have 
Hid them in ſome flow'ry cave, 
Tell me but where, 
Sweet queen of parley, daughter of the ſphere; 
So may*ſt thou be tranſlated to the ſkies, 
And give reſounding grace to all heav'n's harmonies. 


— 


— 
1 


SONG CXXIV. 
Sung by Mr. CHAMPNEss, in Harlequin's Invaſion, 


Set by Dr. Boyce. 


OME, chear up, my lads, 'tis to glory we ſteer, 

Jo add ſomething new to this wonderful year: 
To honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves ; 
For who are ſo free as we ſons of the waves: 


Chorus, 


Heart of oak are our ſhips, heart of oak are our met: 3 
We always are ready, | 
Steady, boys, ſteady ; 

Well fight, and we'll conquer, again and again, 


We ne'er ſee cur foes, but we wiſh them to ſtay ; 
They never ſee us, but they wiſh us away:  —- 
If they run, why we follow, and run them aſhore; 
For it they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 


Heart of oak, &c. 


We 


(68) 
They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes, 
They'll! frighten our women, and children and beaus 
But ſhould their flat-bottoms in darkneſs come o'er, 
Still Britons they'll find to receive them aſhore. 


Heart of oak, &c. 


We'll ſtill make them run, and we'll ſtill make them 
ſweat 
In ſpite of the devil, and Bruſſels Gazette: 
Then chear up, my lads, with one voice let us ſing 
Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſmen, and king. 


Heart of oak, &c. 


— 
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SONG CXXV, 
Sung by Miſs Pop E, in The Way to Keep him. 
| Kt by Dr Arne. 
E fair married dames, who ſo often deplore, 
That a lover once Hefſs?d is a lover no more; 


Attend to my counſe!, nor bluſh to be taught, 
That prudence muſt cheriſh what beauty has caught, 


The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of your eye, 
Your roſes and lillies, may make the men figh : 
But roſes and lillies, and ſighs paſs away, 

And paſſion will die, as your beauties decay. 


Uſe the man that you wed like your fav'rite guittar ; 
Tho' muſic in both, they are both apt to jar: 

How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, 

Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much ! 


The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your hand, 

Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at command: 

Exert with your huſband the ſame happy ſkill ; 

For hearts, like your birds, may be tam'd to your 
will. | 


669) 


* 


Be gay and good-humour'd, complying and kind; 
Turn the chief of your care from your face to your 


mind; 


'Tis there that a wife may her conqueſts improve, 


And Hymen ſhall rivet the fetters of love. 


— —— 


SONG CXXVI. 


LY DIA from SAPHO. A Cantata. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


RgeciTATIVE, accompanied. 


ENEATH this fad and filent gloom 
I waſte in fighs my youthful bloom; 
But not the ſhades that baniſh day, 

Drive Lydia's brighter form away. 

Her eaſy ſhape, her lovely mien, 

Th' attractive ſmile of beauty's queen, 
Her ſparkling eyes, her flowing hair, 

A wit ſo ſmart, fo ſoft an air, 

The ſprightful god contriv'd for ruin, 

And deck'd her thus for my undoing. 


AIR. 


Lovely maid, all charms adorning, 
Born to give ſupreme delight, 
Fairer than the roſy morning, 

Or the ſilver queen of night, 
Why ungrateful doſt thou leave me ? 
Stay, thou cruel fair one! ſtay: 
Death attends, if thou deceive me 

Lydia, why ſo far away? 


RECITATIVE, accompanied. 
I dream, or her unequall'd charms 
Are folded in my rival's arms : 


See ! 


—— ( 70) 
= See ! ſhe claſps the happy boy, 
ay Anguilſi waſte, M 
Light'ning blaſt, 
Tortures rend him, 
| Death attend him, 
Ere he taſte the riſing joy 


4 RECITATIVE. 
No—let him triumph, let him prize 
The faithleſs wretch whom I deſpite, 


| A1R, 

Wander, Lydia—ſo will I, 

And to nobler conqueſts fly : 
Roving, ranging, 
Ever changing, 
Gay and airy, 
Born to vary, 

Soon the treach'rous fair ſhall ſee 

I can be falſe as well as ſhe. 


— —Q — 11 


. SONG CXXVII. 
WorLDLy HArrIxEss in Spite of PHILOSOPHY» 
Let by Dr. Arne. 


O curb the will, with vain pretence 
1 Philoſophy her force employs, 
And tells us, in deſpite of ſenſe, | 
That life affords no real joys : 
Such idle whims my heart abjures ; 
Envy me not, immortal Jove, 
If I prefer my bliſs to your's, 
Claſp'd in the arms of her I love, 


Since you have giv'n deſires to men, 
= Deny us not enjoyment free: 
M.uſt I be happy only then, 

| When J, alas! ſhall ceaſe to be? 


n — 


Such 


4 (71) 
Such idle whims my heart abjures ; 
Envy me not, immortal Jove, 

If I prefer my bliſs to your's, 
Claſp'd in the arms of her I love. 


— —— 


SONG CXXVIII. 
C AN TATA. By Ar. Stanley. 


AIR, 


HILE others barter eaſe for ſtate, 
And fondly aim at growing great, 
Let me, (with roſy chaplets crown'd) 
Stretch'd on the flow'r-enamell'd ground, 
The grape's nectareous juices quaff, 
Alternate ſing, and love, and laugh. 
Already ſee the purple juice 
Reſplendent o'er my cheek diffuſe 
A ſecond youth !-—Again, the bowl 
With warm deſires inflames my ſoul. 


RECITATIVE. 
Quickly, ah quickly ! muſt I leave 
The joys which wine and beauty give ; 
Soon muſt I quit my wonted mirth, 
And mingle with my parent earth, 
Where kings, diveſted of their ſtate, 
With ſlaves ſuſtain a common fate. 


AIR. 
Let then the preſent hour be mine, 
Bleſt in the joys of love and wine: 


Come, ye virgin throng, advance 


And mingle in the ſprightly dance: 
To the lyre's enchanting ſound 
Nimbly tread the blithſome round; 
While the genial bowl inſpires 
Soft delight and gay deſires, + 
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SONG CXXIX, 
CANTATA. Sung by Mrs. Scor r, at Ranelagh, 


Set by Mr. Stanley, 


RERCTITATIVE. 


S Delia, bleſt with ev'ry grace, 
Invok'd ſoft muſic's needleſs aid, 

Completely conquer'd by her face, 

Thus gentle Strephon ſmiling ſaid: 


AIR. 


Where partial nature may deny 

The pow'r of beauty's melting glance, 
Let tedious labour toil and try 

To {well the ſong, or form the dance; 
But let your charms alone ſuffice, 
And truſt the muſic of your eyes. 


RECITATIVE. 


Damon, who chanc'd to over-hear, 
Thus ſpoke as he approach'd more near: 
He flatters; do not truſt the ſwain, 

But liſten to my honeſt ſtrain. 


AIR. 


Wonders are told of beauty's pow'r, 

Nor ſaintly warms the tuneful lay; 
Your voice and perſon ev'ry hour 

By di-zens ſteal our hearts away: 
Then how trifling is the prize, 
Since fops have ears, and fools have eyes! 


Ah! lovely nymph, indeed to bleſs, 
Select the worthieſt ſwain you've won, 
; Who, 


' 


(73) 


Who, prizing ſound and colour leſs, 
Admires you for your ſenſe alone; 


- Then leave all little arts behind, 


And ſtudy to improve the mind. 


SONG cxxx. 
Sung by Mr. BEARD, in The Shepherd's Lottery. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


O dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long 

Declar'd his fix'd paſſion, and dy'd for in fong : 
He went, one May morning, to meet in the grove, 
By her own dear appointment, this goddeſs of love: 
Mean time in his mind all her charms he ran o'er, 
And doated on each Can a lover do more ? 


— 


He waited, and waited; then, changing bis ſtrain, 
Twas fury, and rage, and deſpair, and diſdain | 
The ſun was commanded to hide his dull light, 

And the whole courſe of nature was alter'd downright : 
"Twas his hapleſs fortune to die and adore, 

But never to change Can a lover do more? 


Cleora, it happ'd, was by accident there ; 

No roſe-bud fo tempting, no lilly fo fair: 

He preſs'd her white hand——next her lips he eſſay d; 
Nor would ſhe deny him, fo civil the maid : 

Her kindly compliance his peace did reitore, 

And dear Amaryilis—— was thought of no more, 


èn᷑E.. 


SONG CXXXI. 
KITTY FELL, Sung at Ranelagh. 


| HILE Peaus to pleaſe the ladies write, 
Or bards,-to get a dinner by't, 
Their well- feigi'd paſſions tell 
E 


— —— 


(74) 


Let me in humble verſe proclaim 
My love for her who bears the name 
Of charming Kitty Fell. 
Charming Kitty, lovely Kitty, 
Oh—charming Kitty, Kitty Fell. 


That Kitty's beautiful and young, 
That ſhe has dane'd, that ſhe has ſung, 
Alas ! I know full well : | 
T fee), and I ſhall ever feel, 
The dart more ſharp than pointed ſteel, 
That came from Kitty Fell. 
Charming Kitty, &c. 


Of late I hop'd, by reaſon's aid, 
To cure the wounds which love had made, 
And bad a long farewell : 
But tother day ſhe croſs'd the green; 
I ſaw, I wiſh I had not ſeen, 
My charming Kitty Fell. 
Charming Kitty, &c. 


T aſk'd her why ſhe paſs'd that way: 

To church, ſhe cry'd—I cannot ſtay : 
Why don't you hear the bell? 

To church—oh! take me with thee there; 

I pray'd : ſhe would not hear my prayer, 
Ah! cruel Kitty Fell. . 

Cruel Kitty, &c, 


And now I find *tis all in vain, 

I live to love, and to complain, 

Condemn'd in chains to dwell ; 

For tho' ſhe cafts a ſcornful eye, 

In death my fault'ring tongue will cry, 

Adieu ! dear Kitty Fell. 

Charming Kitty, cruel Kitty, 
Adieu, ſweet Kitty, Kitty Fell, 


SONG 


8 


SON G CXXXIL 
Sung by Miſs WRIGHT, i Queen Mab. 


HOU beſt-belov'd offspring of Puck, our dear 
| Nimble, airy, | [friend, 
Blithſome fairy, 
Careful I'll thy ſteps attend, 
Whether wantonly teazing the clowns of the green, 
Or dancing by moonlight with Mab our fair queen. 


The ſons of dull Mortals ſhall watch thee in vain: 
Thou ſtill ranging, 
Ever changing, | 
Short and injur'd tread the plain : 
The maids ſhall admire thee as ſoon as thou'rt ſeen, 
And court thee by moonlight to dance on the green. 


Thou rival, in ſwiftneſs, to lightning and air, 
| Fl! protect tbee, 
And direct thee 
How t' *ſcape the intended ſnare ; 
And when thou return'ſt thon ſhalt ſit by our queen, 
While fairies do homage to Mab on the green, 


SONG cxxxXIII. 
The RoasT Beer of OLD ENCLAND. 


A Cantate, taken from a celebrated Print of the 
ingemous Mr. Hogarth, 


RECITATIVE. 


W sũ at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
Where ſad deſpair and famine always dwells, 
A meagre Frenchman, madame Granſire's cook, 
As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way took; 
Bending beneath the weight of fam'd Sir Loin, 
On whom he often wiſh'd in vain to dine; 
; E 2 Good 


17 8 


Good father Dominick by chance came by, 
With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye ; 
Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, 

His benediction on it he beſtow'd : 

And as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs'd, 


He lick'd his chaps, and thus the knight addreſs'd, 


AIR. 


(A lovely Laſs to a Friar came, &c.) 
Oh rare roaſt beef ! loy'd by all mankind, 
If I was doom'd to have thee, 
When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 
And ſwimming in thy gravy, 
Not all thy country's force combin'd 
Should from my fury ſave thee, 


Renown'd Sir-loin, oft times decreed 
The theme of Engliſh ballad ; 
On thee e'en kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchman's palate : 
Then how much doth thy taſte exceed 
| Soup-meagte, frogs and fallad ! 


RECITATIVE. 


A half-ſtarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lean, . 
Who ſuch a fight before had never ſeen, 
Like Gartick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh tood. 
His morning's meſs forſook the friendly bowl, 
And in ſmall fireams along the pavement ſtole. 
He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 
| And then | in plaintive tone declar'd his grief. 
4 An. 
( Foot's Minuset.) 
. Ah, ſacre Dieu | vat do J fee vonder, 
Dat look ſo tempting red and vite ? 
ar it is de roaſt beef from Londre ; 3 
hl Do to me von letle bite. 


But 


„ 


But to my guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel fate dis boon deuies; 

In kind compaſſion unto my plcading, 
Return, and let me feaſt my eyes. 


RECITATIVE. 


His fellow-guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
Whoſe brazen front his country did betray ; 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 

By honeſt means to gain his daily bread. 
Soon as the well-known proſpect he deſcry'd, 
In blub'ring accents doleſully he cry'd, 


AIR. 


( Zllen a Roon.) 


Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to rilc, 
So taking thy fight is, 
| My joy, that fo light is, . 
To view thee, by pailfuls runs out at my eyes. 


While here J remain, my life's not worth a farthing, 
While here I remain, my life's not worth a farthing, 
An, harfd-hearted Louis! 
Why did I come to you? W 
The gallows more kind, would have ſav'd me from 
ſtatving. | 7 


RECITATIVE, x 
Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney fate, a 
Who fed his noſt, and ſcratch'd his ruddy pate; 
But when Old England's bulwark he eſpy'd, 
His dear lov'd mull, alas ! was thrown aſide: 
With lifted hand he bleſs'd his native place, 
Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſe. 


AIR. 


(The Broom «f Cowdenknows. ) 
How hard; oh ! Sawney, is thy lot, 
Who was ſo blithe of late, 
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To fee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is ſo great 


O the beef! the bonny beef, 
When roaſted nice and brown ; 

I wiſh I had a lice of thee, 
How ſweet it would gang down! 


Ah, Charley! hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me; 
would the de'el had pick'd mine ey'n, 
Ere I had gang'd wi' thee. 
O the beef, &c. 


| RxcirArivx. 

But, ſee! my muſe to England takes her flight, 
Where health and plenty ſocially unite ; | 
Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's throne, 
And whips, and chains, and tortures are not known. 


Tho' Britain's fame in loſtieſt ſtrains ſhould ring, 


In ruſtic fable give me leave to ſing. 


AIR, 


As once on a time a young frog, pert and vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
Hz boaſted his 1ze he couid quickiy attain. 

O the the roaſt beef of Old England, 

And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 


Mamma, who ſtood by, like a knowing old dame, 
Cry'd, „Son, to attempt it you're ſurely to blame.“ 
O the roaſt beef, &c. - 


- But deafto advice he for glory did thirſt ; 


An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 
'Till ſwelling and ftraining too hard made him burſt, 
O the roaſt beef, &c. | 


Then, Britons, be valiant, the moral is clear 


The ox is Old England ; the frog is monſieur, 
Whoſe puffs and bravadoes we need never fear. 
O the roaſt beef, &c. a 
For 


.» 


(79) 
For while by our commerce and arts we are able 
To ſee the Sir-loin ſmoaking hot on our table, 
The French may een burſt like the frog in the fable, 
O the roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Englith roaſt beef. 


SONG CXXXIV. 


N O more ye ſwains, no more upbraid 
A youth, by love unhappy made; 
Your rural ſports are all in vain, 

To ſooth my care, or eaſe my pain. 
Nor ſhade of trees, nor ſweets of flow'ss, 
Can e'er redeem my happy hours; 
Wien eaſe forſakes the tortur'd mind, 
What pleaſure can a lover find? | 


Yet, if again you wiſh to ſee 
Your Damon ſtill reſtor'd and free, 

Go try to move the cruel fair, 

And pain the ſcornful Czlia's car. 

But, oh ! forbear with too much art ] 
To touch that dear relentleſs heart, 

Left rivals to my fears ye prove, 

And jealouſy ſucceed to love. 


— 


SONG CXXXV. 
Sung by Mr. BEARD, in Eliza. Set by Dr. Arne. 


HE wood-lark whiſtles through the grove, 
Tuning the ſweeteſt notes of love 
To pleaſe his female on the ſpray ; 
Perch'd by his fide, her little breaſt 
Swells with her lover's joy confeſt, 
To hear, and to reward the lay, 


E 4 Come 


( 80 ) 
Come then, my fair one, let us prove 
From their example how tt love: 
For thee the early pipe [il breathe; 
And when my flock return to fold, 
Their ſhepherd to thy boſom hold, 
And crown him with the nuptial wreath, 


——_ 


SONG CXXXVI. 
The NON-PAREILLE. 


1 nymph that I lov'd was as chearful as day, 

And as ſweet as the bloſſoming hawthorn in 
May ; 

Her temper was ſmooth as the down on the dove, 

And her face was as fair as the mother's of love: 

Tho' mild as the pleaſanteſt Zephyr that ſheds 

And reccives gentle odours from flow'ry beds ; 

Yet warm in ai: ction as Phoebus at noon, 

And as chaſte as he filver- white beams of the moon. 


Her mind was unſully'd as new-falPn ſnow, 

And as lively as tints from young [ris his bow; Co 
As clear as ths ſtream, and as deep as the flood; 
She, tho” witty, was wiſe ; and tho' beautiful, good: 
＋ be {weets that each virtue, or grace, had in ſtore, 
She cull'd as the bee does the bloom of each flow'r, 
Which, treaſur'd for me, O! how happy was I! 
For tho” her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy! 


— 


SONG CXXXVII 
Sung at Ranelagh. 


LEXI3Z, a ſhepherd; young, conſtant and kind. 
Has ofren declar'd I'm the nymph to his mind: 

I think he's ſincere, and he will not deceive ; 

But they tell me a maid ſhonld with caution veer 
e 


(81) 
He brought me this roſe that you ſee in my breaſt; 
He begg'd me to take it, and ſigh'd out the reſt: 
I cou'd not do leſs than the favour receive-; 
And he thinks it now ſweeter, 1 really believe. 


This flow'ret, he cry'd, reads a leſſon to you: 

How bright, and how lovely, it ſeems to the ew! 

*T would fade if not pluck'd, as your ſenſe mult 
conceive 

I was forc'd to deny what I really believe. 


My flocks he attends : if they ſtray from the plain, 
Alexis is ſure ev'ry ſheep to regain ; 

'Then begs, a dear Kis for his labour Ill give; 
And I ne'er ſhall r<iuſe him, I really believe; 


He plays on his pipe while he watches my eyes, 

To read the ſoft wiſhes we're taught to di u! ſe; 
And tells me ſweet ſlories from morning to eve; 
Then he ſwears that he loves, which | really believe. 


An old maid I once was determin'd to die; 
But that was before Pd this ſwain in my eye: 
And as ſoon as he aſks me his pain to relieve, 
With joy I ſhall wed him, I really believe. 


6— 
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SONG CXXXVIII. 
Sung by Mrs. CilsBER, in The Oracle. 
W OU LD you with her you love be bleſt, 
Ye lovers, theſe inſtructions mind; 
Conceal the paſſion in your brealt, 
Be dumb, inſenſible and blind: 
But when with gentle looks you meet, 
And ſee the artleſs bluſhes riſe, 
Be ſilent, loving, and difcrect 5 
The Oracle no more implie 


When once you prove the maid f ſincere, 
Where virtue is with beauty join'd ; 
Then boldly like yourſelves appear, 
No more inſenſible, or blind : - 
E 5 Pour 
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Pour forth the tranſports of your heart, 
And ſpeak your ſoul without diſguiſe; 

'Tis fondneſs, fondneſs muſt impart ; 
The Oracle no more implies, 


The' pleaſing, fatal is the ſnare, * 
That ftill entraps all womankind ; 
Ladies, beware, be wile, take care, 

Be deaf, inſenſible and blind: 

But ſhould ſome fond deſerving youth 
Agree to join in Hymen's ties, 

Be tender, conſtant, crown his truth ; 
The Oracle no more implies. 


— 


SONG CXXXIX. 
Sung by Mr. Lows. Kt by Mr. Baildon. 


HEN firſt by fond Damon Flavella was ſeen, 
He ſlightly regarded her air and her mien, 
He lightly regarded her air and her mien: 

The charms of her mind he alone did commend, 
Not warm as a lover, but cool as a friend ; 

From friendſhip, not paſſion, his raptures did move, 
And he boaſted his heart was a ſtranger to love, 

And he boaſted his heart was a ſtranger to love, 


— 


New charms he diſcover'd, as more ſhe was known 
Her face grew a wonder, her taſte was his own, 
Her face, &c. 

Her manners were gentle, her ſenſe was refin'd, 

And ev'ry dear virtue beam'd forth in her mind: 
Still, ſtill for the ſanction of friendſhip he ſtrove, 
Till a ſigh gave the omen, and ſhow'd it was love, 
Till a ſigh, &c. | 


Now, proud to be conquer'd, he ſighs for the fair, 
Grows dull to all pleaſure, but being with her, 
Grows dull, &c. | 

Eds He's 


(83) 


He's mute, till his heart-ftriogs are ready to break; 
For fear of offending forbids him to ſpeak; 
And wanders a willing example to prove, 


That friendſhip with woman is ſiſter to love, 
That friendſhip, &c. 


A lover thus conquer'd can ne'er give offence; 

Not a dupe to her ſmiles, but a ſlave to her ſenſe, 
Not a dupe to her ſmiles, but a ſlave to her ſenſe, 
His paſſion nor wrinkles nor age can allay, 

Since founded on that which can never decay; 

And Time, that ſhall Beauty's ſhort empire remove, 
Increaſing her reaſon, increaſes his love, 

Increaſing her reaſon, increaſes his love. 


SONG CXL, 
Sung in Lethe. 


E mortals, whom fancies and troubles perplex, 
Whom folly miſguides, and infirmities vex; 
Whoſe lives bardly know what it is to be bleſt ; 
Who rife without joy, and lie down without ret; 
Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care; 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care, 


Old maids ſhall forget what they with for in vain, 
And young ones the rover they cannot regain 
The rake thall forget how laſt night he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy'd: 

Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 

And drink an oblivion to trouble and care, 

And drink an oblivion to trouble and cate. 


The wife at one draught may forget all her wants, 

Or drench her fond fool to forget her gallants; 

The troubled in mind ſhall go Shear ful IW3 57 

And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to day: 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lerhe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and for et all vour care; 
Drink deep of the ftream, and forget all your care. 


SONG | 
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SONG CXLI. 
Sung by Mrs. VINCENT. 


E T me wonder not unſeen 
By hedge-row elms on hillocks green; 
There the ploughman, near at hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land; 
And the milkmaid fingeth blithe, 
Aud the mower whets his ſcythe ; 
And ev'ry ſhephe:d tells his tale 
Under tte hawthorn in the dale. 


Or let the merry bells ring round, 
And the jocund rebecs ſound, 

To many a youth and many a maid 
Dancing in the chequer'd ſhade. 


„ 


SONG CXLII. 
Sung by Mr. LowE. Set hy Mr. Arne, 


Seck not at once in a female to find 

The form of a Venus with Pallas's mind; 
Let the fair one I love have put prudence in view, 
That, tho” the deceive, I may ſtill think her true: 
Be her perſon not beauteous, but pleaſing and clean 
Let her temper be cleudleſs, and open her mien : 
By folly, ill-nature, nor vanity led, 
Nor indebted to paint, —nor indebted to paint, 
For white or for red, — for white or for red. 


May her tongue, that dread weapon in moſt of the ſex, 
Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex ; 

Let her not be too bold, nor frown at ajeſt, 

For prudes I deſpiſe, and coquettes I deteſt : 

May her humour the tafte of the company hit, 

Not affectedly wiie, nor too pert with her wit: 

Go find gut the maid that is form'd on my plan, 
And li love her for ever, —I 1] love her for re 
—I mcan, if 1 can, — l mean, if | can. 


| "SONG 
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SONG CXLIII. 
HOPE. A Paſtoral. Set by Mr. Arne, 


Y banks are furniſh'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep; 

My grottoes are ſhaded with trees, 

And my hills are white-over with ſheep ; 
I ſeldom have met with a loſs, | 

Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, 

Where the hare-bells and violets grow, 

Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 


I have found out a gift for my fair, 
I have found where the wood-pigeons breed; 
But let me that plunder forbear ; | 
She'll ſay *twas a barbarous deed. 
For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young: 
I lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue, 
Such tenderneſs, &c. 5 


But where does my Phyllida ſtray? 

and where are her grots and her bow'rs ? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 

And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 

And the face of the valleys as fine; 
'The ſwains may in manners compare, 

But their love is not equal to mine, 

But their love is not equal to mine. 


* 


— 


SONG CXLIV, 
Sung by Miſs BRENT, at Ranelagh, 


H! what joys does conqueſt yield, 
When, returning from the field, 


(86) 
In triumphant ſtate we ſee 
The god-like hero crown'd with victory 
Laurel wreathes his head ſurrounding, 
Banners waving in the wind ; 
Fame her golden trumpet ſounding, 
Ev'ry voice in chorus join'd ; 
All uniting to proclaim 
Th' immortal honours of his name. 


SONG CXLV, 


Sung by Miſs BREN T. The Words and Muſick 
by Dr. Arne. 


YMPHS and ſhepherds, come away, 
Wanton in the ſweets of May; 


Trip it o'er the flow'ry lawns, 


Wanton as the bounding fawns : 
Frolic, buxom, biithe,” and gay, 


Nymphs and ſhepherds, come away. 


SONG CXLVI. 
Sung in The Repriſal. 


F ROM the man whom I love tho' my heart I 

_ diſguiſe, | . 
I will freely deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe; 
And if he has ſenſe but to ballance a ftraw, 
He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw, 
And if he has ſenfe but to ballance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw. 


A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau; 
Like a parrot he chatters, and {ſtruts like a crow: 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon ; 

In courage a hind, in conceit a gaſcoon. 

A peacock, &c. 


(87) 
As a vulture rapacious, in falſhood a fox; 
Inconſtant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks: 
As a tyger ferocious, perverſe as a hog ; 

In miſchief an ape, and in fawning a dog. 
As a tyger, &c. | 


In a word, to ſum up all his talents together, 

His heart is of lead, and his brain is of feather : 
Yet if he has ſenſe but to ballance a ſtraw, 

He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw. 
Yet it if he has ſenſe but to ballance a ftraw, 

He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw. 


A 2 * — — — — 
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SONG CXLVII. 


Sung by Miſs BRENT, in The Jovial Crew 
| | Set by Dr. Arne. 


HE ladies look gay when of beauty they boaſt, 
And miſers are envy'd when wealth is in- 
creas'd ; 
The vapours oft kill all the joys of a toaſt, 
And the miſer's a wretch when he pays for the feaſt 


The pride of the great, of the rich, of the fair, 
May pity beſpeak, but envy can't move ; 
My thoughts are no farther aſpiring, 
No more my fond heart is defuing, 
They treedom, content, and the man that I 
ove, 


** 


—B— 
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SON G CXLVIIL 


| Sung by Miſs BRENT, in the Opera of Eliza. 25 | 


W H O'd know the ſweets of liberty; 
| Tis to climb the mountain's brow ; 
Thence to diſcern rough induſtry 

At the harrow or the plongh : 


'Tis 


(83) 


Tis where my ſons their crops have ſown, 
Calling the harveſt all their own. 


»Tis where the heart to truth allay'd, 
Never felt unmanly fear ; 

"Tis where the eye, with milder pride, 
Nobly ſheds ſweet pity's tear, 

Such as Britannia yet ſhall ſee ; 
Theſe are the ſweets of liberty. 


—— 


SONG CXLIX. 
The LUCKY FALL. Set by Dr. Arne, 
A Band of Cupid's t'other day 


Where in a myrtle grove, 
Till tir'd of ev'ry boyith play, 
'They made a match to rove ; 
“ But where?“ cry'd one (the cock of all) 
Let's fix upon a place: 
Hang Paphos, and Olympus” hall; 
vote for Chloe's face.“ 


No ſooner ſaid, than off they flew ; 
And gathering round the fair, 

As ſwarms of bees on flowers do, 
} ney ſettled here and there: 

Some on her lips, her noſe, and chin; 
A ſcore on either cheek, 

While fifty to her eyes went in 


To play at hide and ſeek, 


But gravity itſelf muſt ſmile, 
The wranglers to have heard, 
For place diſputing all the whiie, 
- Tho' each his own preierr'd : 
Till chancing from her lips to lice, 
One fell on Chloe's breaſt, 
And creeping down, in triumph cry'd, 
«© Who's ſtation's now che belt 2” 
„ | SONG 


(89) 


SONO CL. 
4 favourite CAN TATA. Set by Dr. Pepuſch. 
RECITATIVE. 


GE E] from the ſilent grove Alexis flies, 
And ſeeks with ev'ry pleaſing art 
To eaſe the pain which lovely eyes 
Created in his heart : 
To ſhining theatres he now repairs, 
To learn Camilla's moving airs, 
Where thus to muſic's pow'r the ſwain addreſs'd his 
pray'rs. 
AIR. | 
Charming ſounds, that ſweetly languiſh ; 
Muſic, oh, compoſe my anguitlh | 
Ev'ry paſſion yields to thee : 
Ev'ry paſſion yields to thee : 
Phœbus, quickly then relieve me, 
Cunid ſhall no more deceive me; 
1'il to ſprightlier joys be free, 
I'll to ſprightlier joys be free. 
 ——NEETTATIVE. 
Apollo heard the fooliſh ſwain; 
He knew, when Daphne once he lov'd, 
How weak, Yaſſuage an am'rous pain, 
His own harmonious voice had prov'd, 
And all his healing herbs how vain : 
Then thus he ſtrikes the ſpeaking ſtrings, 
Preluding to his voice, and tings. 
| AIR. 
Sounds, tho' charming, can't relieve thee ; 
Do not, ſhepherd, then deceive thee ; 
Muſick is the voice of love, 
Muſick is the voice of love: 
If the tender maid believe thee, 
Soft relenting, kind conſenting, 
Will alone thy pain remove, 
Will alone thy pain remove. 
SONG 
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| SONG CLI. 
Sung in Alfred, Set by Dr, Arne, 


AX ISE, ſweet meſſenger of morn, 
With thy mild beams this ifle adorn ; 


For, long as ſhepherds pipe and play, 


This, this ſhall be a holiday. 


See! morn appears; a roſy hue 
Steals ſoft o'er yonder orient blue: 
Well are we met in trim array, 
To frolic out this holiday. | 


Each nymph, be like the bluſhing morn, 
That gaily brightens o'er the lawn; 
Each ſhepherd, like the ſun be gay, 


And grateful keep this holiday. 


SONG CLE 
Sung at Ranclagh, Set by Dr. Arne. 


Search the fields of ev'ry kind, 
The faireſt flow'rs I choſe, 

And ſent them in a wreath to bind 

My Rofalinda's brows, 

My Roſalinda's brows. 
Here hyacinthus, ting'd with blood, 

In purple beauty glows ; | 
There, burſting from the ſwelling bud, 

Appears the bluſhing roſe, 

Appears the bluſhing roſe. 


Here violets of purple hue, 
Chaſte lillies white as ſnow, 
Narciſſuſes that drink the dew, 
And near the fountain blow, 
neat ine fountain blow, 


. 


To 


(91) 


To boaſt thy charms when crown'd with thoſe, 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, O beauteous maid ! 

Thy face, that blooms ſo like the roſe, 
Like that, alas ! will fade, 
Like that, alas ! will fade, 


— —_— 


SONG CLII. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


M YR TILLA, demanding the aid of my pen, 
To tell what of her were the thoughts of 


the men, | 
Infiſted for once I would alter my tune, 
And write panegyrics as well as lampoon : 
With candor deſcribing the woman I ſee, 
When I ſteal from my glaſs, to Myrtilla and tea. 


If the eyes ſweet employ to the ſoul give delight, 
And beauty's an object engaging to ſight ; 

How kind is my fair one, who ſtudies confeſs, 
Her aim is at nature's amendment in drefs ! 

Tho” oft in the ſtructure, miſtaking the plan, 


She ſpoils what ſhe meant ſhou'd give pleaſure to man, 


When I hear her ſweet voice in its natural key, 
Her good-humour'd prattle is muſic to me; 

Her kiſs would ſoon make the dull hermit forego 
His cell and high views, for that heaven below: 
But when for a trifle with anger grown bold, 
Her words are but diſcord, her kiſſes are cold. 


Like dew to the flow'rs is love to mankind : 
Each ſenſe's enjoyment in women we find, 
Unleſs affectation, that bane to the fair, 
Unfetters the heart they attempt to enſnare : 
Let nature the ſcience of pleaſing direct, 

A charm ill-diſplay'd ſoon becomes a defect. 


SONG 
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(94) 
SONG CLVI. 
May Eve; or, KATE of ABERDEEN. 


Sung by Miſs Pol LY Youns, at Vauxhall, 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


HE filver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 
To wanten with the winding ſtream, ' 
And kiſs reflected light: 
To courts be gone ! heart-ſoothing ſleep, 
' Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 
Whilſt I May's wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and ſwains expeCtant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 
Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May : 
The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 
Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


I' tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding grove, 
Till new-wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love: 
At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-dreſs'd green; 
| Fond birds, *tis not the moraing breaks, 
Wi - *Tis Kate of Aberdeen. | 


Now blitheſome o'er the dewy mead, 
| Where elvcs diſportive play, 
The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing their love-tun'd lay, 


Till 


0083 
Till May in morning robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin-queen ; 
The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, 
« Here's Kate of Aberdeen.” 


—_—_— 
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SONG CLVIII. 


Sung by Mr, Lowe. 


AIR Hebe ] left with a cautious defign 
To *ſcape from her charms, and to drown 'em 
in wine; 
I try'd it, but tound, when I came to depart, 
The wine in my head, and {till love in my heart. 


I repair'd to my reaſon, intreated her aid, 

Who paus'd on my caſe, and each circumſtance 
weigh'd; 

Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my prayer, 

That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 


That's a truth, reply'd I, I've no need to be taught; 


I came for your counſel, to find out a fault: 
If that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 
To find fault with Hebe, would forfeit my name, 


What hopes then, alas ! of relief from my pain, 

While, like light'ning, ſhe darts thro? each throb- 
bing vein? 

My ſenſes ſurpriz'd, in her favour took arms, 

And reaſon confirms me a ſlave to her charms. 


r 
_ 


SONG CLIX. 
FEMALE ADVICE. Se by Mr. Battiſhill. 


DUSHING beauty, men deſcry 


The diſtant ſhore, and long to prove, 
Still richer in variety, | 


The treaſures of the land of love, 


We 
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SONG CLIV. 
Sung by Mr. VERNON, at Vauxhall-Gardens. 


1 E T the tempeſt of war 
| Be heard from afar, | 
With trumpets” and cannons' alarms 
Let the brave, if they will, 
By their valour or ſkill, 
Seek honour and conqueſt in arms, 


: To live ſafe, and retire, 


K | Is what I defire, 


Ot my flocks and my Chloe poſſeſt; 
For in them I obtain 
True peace without pain, 

And the laiting enjoyment of reſt : 


In ſome cottage or cell, 
Like a ſhepherd to dwell, 
From all interruption at caſe ; 
In a peaccable life, 
To be bleſt with a wife, 
Who will ſtudy her huſband to plcaſe. 


_ 


* 


SONG CLV. 


Sung by Mr. CHAMPNES, in the Eatertainment of 
Arcadia, Set by Ar. Battiſhill. 


4 Fond father's bliſs is to number his race, 


And exult on the bloom that juſt buds on their 
face; | | 
With their prattle he'll daily himſelf entertain, 
And read in their ſmiles their lov'd mother again. 
Men of pleaſures, be mute; this is life's lovely view; 
When we look on our young ones, our youth we 
| renew. 


W Thus loving we live, and thus loving enjoy : 


No deceit here diſtracts, no debauches deſtroy : 
From 


(93 ) 
From the May-morn of youth to winter's white age, 
Hand in hand with contentment we ſing thro' life's 
ſtage ; | 
And when death bids us ſtop, we end our eaſy ſong, 
Then give the gods thanks that we've liv'd well ſa 
long. 


— —— 


SONO. LVI. 
The. JOT S8 of HARVEST. 
Set by Mr. Battiſnill. 


O W pleaſure unbounded reſounds o'er the 
plains, 

And brightens the ſmiles of the damſels and ſwains, 
As they follow the laſt team of harveſt along, 
And end all their toils with a dance and a ſong: 
Poſſeſs'd of the plenty that bleſſes the year, 
Bleak winter's approach they behold without fear, 
And when tempeſts rattle and hurricanes roar, 
Enjoy what they have, and n&er languiſh for more, 


Dear Chloe, from them let us learn to be wiſe, 
And uſe every moment of life as it flies; 


Gay youth is the ſpring-time, which all muſt im- 


prove 

For ſummer to ripen and harveſt of love: 

Our hearts then a provident care ſhould engage, 
To lay friendihip in ſtore for the winter of age, 

W hoſe frowns ſhall diſarm ev'n Chloe's bright eye, 
Damp the flame in my boſom, and pall ey'ry joy, 


SONG 
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(96) 
We women, like weak Indians; ſtand, 
Inviting from our golden coaſt 
The wand'ring rovers to our land; 
But ſhe who trades with them is loſt. 


Wich humble vows they firſt begin, 
Stealing unſeen into the heart; 
But, by poſſeſſion ſettled in, 


They quickly act another part. 


For beads and baubles we reſign 

In ignorance our ſhining ſtore, 
Diſcover nature's richeſt mine, 

And yet the tyrants will have more. 


Ve fair, take beed, forbear to try 
How men can court, or you be won; 
For love is but diſcovery; 
When that is made, the pleaſure's done. 


| SONG CLIX. . 
JENNY of the GRE EN. 


Sung by Mr. BEARD. 


HILE others ſtrip the new-fall'n ſnows, 
And ſteal it's fragrance from the roſe, 
To dreſs their fancy's queen; 
Fain would I ſing, but words are faint, 
All muſic's powers too weak to paint 
My Jenny of the Green. 


Beneath this elm, beſide the ſtream, 

How oft I've tun d the fav'rite theme, 
And told my tale unſeen ! 

While, faithful in the lover's cauſe, 

The wind would murmer ſoft applauſe 
To Jenny of the Green. 


With Joy my ſoul reviews the day, 
When, deck'd in all the pride of May, 
She hail'd the ſylvan ſcene z 
. Then 


(97) 
Then ev'ry nymph that hop'd to pleaſe, N 
Firſt ſtrove to catch the grace and caſe 

Of Jenny of the Green. 


Then, deaf to ev'ry rival's ſigh, 3 
On me ſhe caſt her partial eye, . 
Nor ſcorn'd my humble mien; 
The fragrant myrtle wreath I wear, 
That day adorn'd the lovely hair 
Of Jenny of the Green. 


Through all the fairy land of love 
I'll ſeck my pretty wand'ring dove, 
The pride of gay fifteen ; 
Though now ſhe treads ſome diſtant plain, 
Though far apart, Vil meet again 
My Jenny of the Green. 


But thou, old Time, *till that bleſs'd night 
That brings her back with ſpeedy flight, 
Melt down the hours between ; 
And when we meet, the loſs repay, 
On loit'ing wing prolong my ſtay 
With Jenny of the Green, 


SONG CLXI. 


ASTE, haſte, Amelia, gentle fair, 
To ſoft Elyhan gales; 

From ſmoke to ſmiling ſkies repair, 
And ſun-illumin'd vales : 

No ſighs, no murmurs, haunt the grove, 
But bleſſings crown-the plains ; 

Here calm Contentment, heav'n-born maid, 
And Feace, the cherub, reigns, 


O come | for thee the roſes bloom, 
The deep Carnation grows; 

For thee the ſweet vi'lets breathe perfume, 
The white-rub'd lilly 2 1 5 
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. know my Flavia's de ſincere. 


(98) 


| For thee their ſtreams the Naids roll, 


* The daiſed hills are gay, 


Where (emblems of Amelia's ſoul) 


The ſpotleſs lambkins play- 


From vale to vale the Zephyrs rove, 
To rob th unfolding flow'rs ; 

And muſic melts in-ev'ry grove, - 
To charm thy rural hours; 

The warbling lark, high pois'd in air, 
Exerting all his pride, 

Will ſtrive to pleaſe Amelia fair, 
Who pleaſes all beſide. 


* 


SONG CLXI. 
Sung at Ranelagh. 
1 Told my nymph, I told her true, 
My fields were ſmall, my flocks were few 
W bile fault'ring accents ſpoke my fear, 
That Flavia might not prove ſincere. 
Of crops deſtroy'd by vernal cold, 


And vagrant ſheep that left my fold, 
Of theſe ſhe heard, yet bore to bear; 


'_- And was not F lavia then ſincere ? 


How, chang'd by fortune's fickle wind, 
The friends I lov'd became unkind, 
She heard, and ſhed a gen'rous tear; 


And is not Flavia then fincere ? 


How, if ſhe deign'd my love to bleſs, 

My Flavia muſt not hope for dreſs, _ 
This too ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear; 
And Flavia ſure muſt be ſincere. uh 


Go ſhear your flocks, ye Jovial ſwains ; : 
Go reap the plenty of your plains: 
Deſpoil d of all which you revere, 


one 
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SONG CLXIII. 
Sung in the Maſk ef Alſred. 


E warblers, while Strephon I mourn, 
To chear me your harmony bring z 
Unleſs, fince my ſhepherd is gone, 
You ceaſe, like poor Phillis to fing : 
Each flower declines its ſweet head, 
Nor odours around me will throw, 
+ Whilſt ev'ry ſoft lamb on the mead 
Seems kindly to.pity my woe. 


Each rural amuſement I try 
In vain to reſtore my paſt eaſe ; 
What charm'd when my Strephon was by, 
Has now loſt the power to pleaſe : 
Ye ſeaſons that brighten the grove, 
Not long for your abſence we mourn ; 
But Strephon neglects me and love, 
He roves, and will never return. 


As gay as the ſpring is my dear, 
And ſweet as all flowers combin'd; 

His ſmiles like the ſummer can chear, 
Ah! why then, like winter, unkind 

Unkind he is not, I can prove, 
But tender to others can be; 

To Celia and Chloe makes love, a 
And only is cruel tome. 
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SONG CLXIV. 

LOV E“'s ELE GV. Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 
ARE WELL, lanthe, faithleſs maid, 
Source of my grief and pain; 

Who with fond hopes my heart betray'd, 


And fann'd love's kindling flame, 
2 | Tet 
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Vet gave from me thy hand, this morn, 
To Corydon's rich heir, 

Who with gey veſtments did adorn 

Thee, falſe, yet beauteous fair. 


Adieu, my native ſoil; ye vales, 
High woods, and tufted hills; 
Adieu, ye groves and flow'ry dales, 
Clear ſtreams and chryſtal rills: 

Adieu; ye bring into my mind 
Thoſe paſt, thoſe happy days, 

When Iphis found Iantke kind, 
And pleaſure ſtrew'd his ways. 


E're dawn my homely ſteps I'll bend, 
Where Ciſtant mountains riſe, 

In hopes that reaſon there may ſend 
That aid ſhe here denies 

That time and abſence may efface 
Her image from my breaſt, 

Which, whilſt ſhe there maintains a place, 
Can never taſte of reſt. 252 | 


SONG CLXV. 
RETIREMENT. Se by Ar. Battiſhill, 
F the ſmoky town, adieu 
Each rude and ſenſual joy: 


Gay, fleeting pleaſures, all untrue, 
'T hat in poſſeſſion cloy. 


Far from the garniſh'd ſcene I'll fly, 
Where Folly keeps her court, 
To wholeſome, ſound philoſophy, 
And harmleſs rural ſport. 


Huw happy is the humble cell, 
How bleſt the deep retreat, * . 
Where ſurrow's billows never ſwell, 
Nor paſſion's tempeſt beat 


. But 


6101) 
But ſafely, thro' the ſea of life, 
Calm reaſon waſts us o'er, 
Free from ambition, noiſe, and ſtrife, 
To death's eternal ſhore. 
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SON. G CLXVI. 8 
Sung by Miſs BRENT, in Comus. 


REciTATIVE, 


7- O W gentle was my Damon's air | 
Like ſunny beams his golden hair; 

| His voice was like the ni ohtingale” 1 | 
More ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales : 
How hard ſuch beauties to refign |! | = 
And yet that cruel talk is mine, 
How hard, &c. 


| AIR, 
On ev'ry hill, in ev'ry grove, | 
Along the margin of esch ſtream, 
Dear conſcious icenes of former love, 
I mourn and Damon is my theme: 
The bills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 


But Damon there I ſeck in vain; 
The hills, &c- 


From hill, from dale, each charm is fled ; 
Groves, focks and fountains pleaſe no more; 
Each flow'r in pity droops its head; 
All nature does my loſs deplore: 
All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain, 
Yet Damon till I ſcek in vain; 
All, all, &c. 


"A F SONG 


; e 
SONG CLXVII. 
Sung at Vauxhall, Set by Mr. Worgan, 


OUNG Colin proteſts I'm his joy and delight; 
He's ever unhappy when I'm in his fight; 
He wants to be with me where-ever I go; 
The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing ine ſo. 
'Tbe deuce fure is in him for plaguing me ſo. 


His pleaſure all day is to fit by my fide ; 

He pipes and he ſings, tho' I frown and I chide: 
1 bid him depart ; but he, ſmiling, ſays No; 
"The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 
The deuce, &c. 


He often requeſts me his flame to relieve; 

Laſk him, what favour he hopes to receive ? 

His anſwer's a figh, while in bluſbes I glow : 
What mortal beſide him would plague a maid fo ? 
W hat mortal, &c. 


This breaſt-knot he yeſterday brought from the wake, 
And ſoftly entreated I'd wear for his ſake : 
Such trifles *tis eaſy enough to beſtow ; 


I ſure deſerve more for his plaguing me ſo, 
I ſure, &c. 


He hands me each eve from the cot to the plain, 
And meets me each morn to conduct me again 
But what's his intention I wiſh I could know, 

For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him fo, 
For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him ſo. 


— F — — 


SONG CLXVIII. 


| '# by Dr. Arne. The Words by Ar. Prior. 


S Chloe came into the room t' other day, 
I peviſh began, Where ſo long could you ſtay ? 
In your life-time you never regarded your hour; 
Yeu promis'd at two, but—look, child! it is four: 
| oy A lady's 


— 


( 103 ) 
A lady's watch needs neither figures or wheels ; | 
*Tis enough that 'tis loaded with baubles and ſeals; © 
A temper ſo heedleſs no mortal can bear, — ; 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air, 
Thus far I went on with areſolute air, 


Lord, bleſs me! ſays ſhe, let a body but ſpeak ; 

Here's an ugly hard roſe- bud fall'n into my neck: 
It has hurt me, and vezt'd me, to ſuch a degree J 
Look here ! for you never believe me, pray fee, | 
On the left ſide my breait what a mark it has made *q 
So ſaying, her boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd - 

That ſcene of delight I with wonder ſurvey'd, 
And forgot ev'ry word I delign'd to have faid, 


— — 4 


Set by Dr. Boyce. —— 
W HE N the nymphs were contending for 4 
beauty and fame, 
Bright Sylvia ſtood foremoſt in right of her claim; 
And, to crown the high tranſports dear conqueſt 
excites, 9 


At court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White's, 
At court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White's. 


But how ſhall I whiſper. this fair one's ſad caſe ? 
A cruel diſeaſe has deſtroy'd her ſweet face; 

Her vermilion is chang'd to a dull ſettled red,. 
And all the gay graces of beauty are fled,” 

And all, &c. 


Take heed, all ye fair, left you triumph in vain; 
For Sylvia, tho' alter'd from pretty to plain, 
Is now more engaging, ſince reaſon took place, 
Than when ſhe poſſeſt the perfection of face, 


F 4. Sy Convinc'd 


Than when, &c. 


104 ) 
Convine'd, ſhe no more can coquette it, and teze, 
Inſtead of tormenting, ſhe ſtudies to pleaſe 
Makes truth and diſcretion the guide of her life ; 
Tho? ſpoil'd for a toaſt, ſhe's well form'd for a wife, 
'T ho! ſpoil'd for a toaſt, ſhe's well form'd for a wife, 


* 


S ON G CLXX. 


LOVE in LOW LIFE, 


K Jockey he courted ſweet Moggy fo fait; 

Jhe lats ſhe was lovely, the ſwain debonair : 

They hugg'd, and they cuddled, and talk'd with 
their eyes, 

And look'd, as all lovers do, wonderful wiſe. 


A fortnight was ſpent e'er dear Moggy came too 
(For maidens a decency keep when they woo :) 
At length ſhe conſented, and made him a vow ; 
And Jockey he gave, for a jointure, his cow. 


They pannell'd their dobbins, and rode to the fair, 
Still kifling and fondling untill they came there: 
They call'd on the parion, and by him were wed: 
And Moggy ſhe took her dear Jockey to bed, 


They ſtaid there a week, as the neighbours all ſay; 
And none were ſo happy, and gameſome, as they: 
Then home they return'd, but return'd moſt unkind 
For Jockey rode on, and left Moggy behind. 


Surpris'd at this treatment, ſhe cry'd, Gaffer Jock, 
Pray what is the reaſon that Moggy you mock ? 


Quoth he, Gooſe, come on ! why you now are wy. 
bride ; 


And when volk are wed, they ſet fooling aſide, 


He took home his Moggy, good conduct to learn, 
Who bruſh'd up the houſe, while he thatch'd the old 
Oar 3 
They laid in a ſtock for the cares that enſue, 
And now live as man and wife uſually do. 
SONG 
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SONG CLXXI. 
The INVITATION. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe, Mrs. VixcEN T, Mrs. Col ENT r, 
and Mifs DA vis, at Marybone-Gardens, 


Mrs. Vincent. 
OM E, ye party-jangling ſwains, 
Leave vour flocks, and quit the plains; 


Friends to country, or to court, 
Nothing here ſhall ſpoil your ſport. 


Chorus. 


Ever welcome to our feaſt, 
Welcome ev'ry friendly gueſt. 


Mr. Lowe. 
Sprightly widows, come away; 
Laughing dames, and virgins gay; 
Little gaudy flutt'ring miſſes, 
(Smiling hopes of tuture blitles. ) 
Ever welcome, &c. 
Mrs, Collett, 
All that rip'ning ſun can bring, 
Beauteous ſummer, *beauteous ſpring, 
In one varying ſcene we ſhow, 
The green, the ripe, the bud, the blow, 
Ever welcome, &c. 
Miſs Davis. 
Comus jeſting, mulic charming, 
Wine inſpiring, beauty warming ; 
Rage and party-malice dies. 
Peace returns, and diſcord flies. 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, 
Welcome ev'ry friendly gueſt, 


— — 
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SONG CLXXII. 
The KNIFE-GRIND ER. 
Sung at Sadler's-Wells. 
The Mord. by Mr. H. Rhodes. 
HERE's grinders enough, Sirs, of ev'ry degr ee 
From jewel-deck'd great, to low poverty ; 


Whatever the ſtation, it ſharpens the ſenſe, 


— 


And the wheel goes round, to wind in the pence. 
Maſter-grinders enough at the helm you may find, 
Tho' I'm but a journey man — Knives to grind, 


Whatever the ſtateſman may think of bimſelf, 

He turns Fortune's wheel in purſuit of the pelf; 

He grinds back and edge, Sirs, his ends to obtain, 

And his country may itarve, fo he pockets the gain. 
Maſter-grinders, &c. 

The rich grind the poor, is a ſaying of old; 

The merchant the tradeſman, we need not be told: 

Whether Pagan, Mahometan, Chriſtian you be, 

There's grinders of all forts, of ev'ry degree. 
Maſter-grinders, &e. 


The patriot, with zeal animated, declares 

The curtain hel draw, and diſplay the ftate-play'rs 

He is a ſtaunch grinder, to ſme 'tis well known, 

And they're mightily gall'd by the grit of his ſtone, 
Maſter-grinders, &C. | 

I too am a grinder : what, what, Sits, of that? 

TI am but in tafte, ſince I copy the great; 

To be, Sirs, ingenucus, I'll tell you my mind; 

*1'is for what I can get, makes me willing to grind, 
Maſter grinders enough at the helm you may find, 
Thy I'm but a journeyman—— Knives to grind, 


—ü— 


SONG CLXXIII. 
BAC CHS TRIUMPH ANT. 
HE 1 his flock, by a brook loves to 
reſt, 5 


With ſoft rural lays to drive grief from his breaſt ; 
1 he 


—_— 
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The fop, light as air, loves himſelf to behold ; 
The Briton, his foe—and the miſer, his gold. 

The pleaſures I chuſe, yield more joy to my ſoul, 

The delight of my heart is a full-Aowing bow!, 
The huntſman, fatigu'd with the toil of the chace, 
By the fide of a fountain delights to ſolace ; 
At his miſtreſs's feet, the fond lover to whine; 
The beau, at che play or aſſembly to ſhine. 

The pleaſures I chuſe, &c. | 


My Chlce's in rapture, to hear herſelf prais'd ; . 

The courtier, to find that his income is rais'd : 

Some nyraphs love the town, and in jewels to ihine, 

And ſome ſpiritleſs lovers, in ſilence to pine. 
The pleaſures I chuſe, &c. 


Some cards love, ſome coffee, ſome dice, and ſome 
tea, 
Some talking, ſome fiddling, ſome dancing, ſome 
play: | 
Their choices are dull—there's a ſpirit in wine, 
That more than enlivens with rapture divine: 
That pleaſure J chuſe, it yields joy to my ſous, 
The delight of my heart is a full-flowing bowl. 


— 
— — 


SONG CLXXIV. 
The CONTENT ED MILLER. 
Sung by Mr. Hupsox, at Ranelagh. 


1 N a plain pleaſant cottage, conveniently neat, 

Wich a mill, and ſome. meadows—(a freehold 
eſtate) 8 

A well meaning miller by labour ſupplies 

Thoſe bleſſings that Nature to grand ones denies 

No paſſions to plague him, no cares to torment, 

His conſtant companions, are health and content: 

Their lordſhips, in lace, may take note, if they will, 

For he's honeſt tho daub'd with the duſt of his mill. 


E're 
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Fre the lark's early carol ſalutes the new day, 
He ſprings from his cottage, as jocund as May; 
He chearfully whiſtles, regardleſs of care, 

Or ſings the laſt ballad he bought at the fair : 
While courtiers are toil'd in the cobwebs of ſtate, 
Or bribing elections, in hopes to be great; 

No fraud, nor ambition, his boſom does fill, 
Contented he works if there's griſt for his mill. 


On Sunday, bedeck'd in his home-ſpun array, 

At church he's the loudeſt to chant, or to pray; 
Sits down to a dinner of plain Engliſh food; 

And, tho' ſimple the pudding, his appetite's good: 
At night, when the pricit and exciſeman are gone, 
He quaffs at the alehouſe with Roger and John; 
Then returns to his pillow, and dreams of no ill, 
— No monarch's more bleſt than the man of the mill 


— 
— „ 


SON G CLXXV. 
A favourite SONG, Set by Dr. Boyce. 


AIL no more, ye learned aſſes, 
Gainſt the joys the bowl ſupplies; 
Sound its depth, and fill your glaſſes, 
Wiſdom at the bottom lies: 
Fill em higher til}, and higher, 
Shallow draughts perplex che brain; 
Sipping quenches all our fite, 
Bumpers light it up again. 
Draw the ſcene for wit and pleaſure, 
Enter jollity and joy 
We for thinking have no leiſu 
MWanly mirth is our -nplo 
Since in life there's nothing ce 
We'll the preſent hour engage; 
And, when Death ſhall drop the curtain, 
With applauſe we'll quit the ſtage. 


SONG 


- 
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SONG CLXXVVI. 


Sung by Mrs. Scorr, at Ranelagh. Set to Muſik by 
Ar. Bach. 


B* my ſighs you may diſcover 
W hat ſoft wiſhes touch my heart; 
Eyes can ſpeak, and teli the lover 
What the tongue mult not impart, 


Bluſhing ſhame forbids revealing 
Thoughts your breaſt may diſapprove z 

But 'tis Bard, and paſt concealing, 
When we truly; fondly love. 


: "' $ ON G ctxxvn. 
DAMON and PHIL LES, a Paſtoral Dialogue. 


Sung by Mr. Lows, and Miſs Davis, at Mary 
bone- Gardens. Set hy Mr. Berg. | 


Damon. OW fierce is the ſun! 
Haſte, Phillis, let's run, 
To ſhelter a-while in the grove; 


Young Cupid reigns there, 
Aud a my fair, 
By telling you Ren of love, 


Phils. Pll tell you, young ſwain, 
You attack me in vain ; 
Too fatal the going might prove; 
For many a maid 
Has there been betray'd, 
By liſt'ning to ſtories of love. 


Damon, V )aſſio!:'s ſincere, 
12 8 no danger to fear Be 
The ſpring-time of beauty improve; 
Nor let it be tai, 
Phillis dies an old maid, 
Averſe to the raptures of love. 


(110) 
Nbilli. To hear the ſoft ſigh, 
When her lover is nigh, 
A nymph can't, perhaps, On + : 
It may flatter her pride; 
But if reaſon's her guide, 
She makes honour attendant on love, 


Damon, *T'is with honour I burn, 
x Vet, for mutual return, 
With Phillis how vainly I've ſtrove ! 
See our flocks, how they join, 
is an omen divine, 
Portending compliance and love. 


Phillis, Oh! Damon, I find, 
My heart ſeems inclin'd, 
The teſt of your paſſion to prove. 


Dam. Then be Hymen our guide, 
| Be the nuptial knot ty'd, 
And let wedlock give ſanction to love. 
Duets. When love's gentle fire 
Enkindles defire, 
Supptels the wild maxim to rove ; 
Let the nymph and the youth 
Flight their honour and truth, 
And be happy in virtue and love. 


SONG CLXXVIII. 
THROW te WOOD LAD DIE. 
Sung by Mifs WRIGHT, at Vauxhall. 

Set by Mr. Michael Arne, 


; Sawney. why leav'ſt thou Nelly,to mourn ? 
Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me, 
When naething can pleaſe me; 
Now dowie I ſigh on the bank of the burn, 
Or throw the wood, Laddie, until thou return. 


Tho? 
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Tho? woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, 
And primroſes ſpringing, 
Yet nane of them pleaſes mine eye or mine ear, 
When throw the wood, Laddic, ye dinna appear. 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell 

I'm taſh'd with their ſcorning, 

Baith ev'ning aud morning, | 
Their jeering goes aft ww iny heart wr a knell, 
When throw the wood, Laddie, 1 wander my ſell. 


Then ſtay, my dear Sawney, rae longer away, 
| But qu ck as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy Marrow, 
Wha's living in larguor, till that happy day, 
When throw the word, Laddie, we'il dance, ſing, 
and play. 


SONG CLXXIX, 


The Song of DIANA. Sung by Mis Pot TIER, 
at Covent-Garden Theatre, Set by Dr. Boyce. 


ITH horns and with hounds I waker the day, 
| And hie my woodland walks away; 

I tuck up my robe, and am buſk'd ion, 

And tie to my forzhead a wexing moon; 

I courſe the geet flag, unkennel the fox, 

And chaſe the wild goats ver ſummits of rocks: 
With ſhouting, and hooting, we pierce thro? the ſky, 
And Echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. 


I» 
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SONG CLXXX. 
Sung by Miſs WRIOHT, at Ranelagh. 
Set by Mr. Goodwin. 


4 H O' his paſſion, in filence, the youth would 
conceal, | 
What his tongue would not utter, his eyes ſtill reveal ;. 
And by ſoft ſtolen glances unwillingly prove, 
That they are the tell-tales of Celadun's love. 


To the grove, or the green, to the dance, or the fair, 
- Where-ever I go, my blithe ſhepherd is there ; 

I know the fond youth by his bluſh and his ſmile, 

And ſurely ſuch looks were not made to beguile.. 


Tho? indiff'rent the ſubject, whatever it prove, 

He inſenſibly turns the diſcourſe upon love; 

If he talks to another, with pleaſure I ſee, 

Tho? his words are to her, yet his looks are to me. 


When he ſpeaks, if alone, I am ever in fear: 

He ſhould ſay what I dread, and yet wiſh moſt to hear: 
Should he mention his love, tho“ my pride wou'd deny, 
My heart whiſpers, Celia, fond Celia, comply. 


- —— 


 $ONG CLXXXI. 
FRIENDSHIP and WINE. 
Sung by Mr. G1L SON, at Vauxhall. 
LL E T the grave, and the gay, 

Enjoy life Low they may, 

My pleaſures their pleaſures ſurpaſs; 
Go the world well or ill, | 
"Tis the ſame with me til], 

If I hays but my friend and wy glaſs. 
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The lover may ſigh, 
The courtier may lye, 

And Crcoeſus his treaſure amaſs ; 
All the joys are but vain, 
That are blended with pain; 

So I'll ftand by my friend and my glaſs, 
New life wine inſpires, 

And creates new deſires, 

And oft* wins the lover his laſs ; 
Or his courage prepares 
To diſdain the nymph's airs ; 

So I'll ſtand by my friend aud my plaſs, 
The earth ſucks the rain, 

The ſun draws the main, 

With the earth we are all in a claſs; 
Then enliven the clay, 

Let us live while we may, 

And I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs. 
*T'is friendfnip and wine, 

Only life can refine, 

We care not whate'er comes to paſs : 
With courtiers, or great men, 
There's none of us ſtateſmen: 

Come here's to our friend and our glaſe. 


SC NG CLXXXII. 


Sung by Miſs WEARMAN, ot Vauxhall. 
Set by Signior Giardini. 
KEN T LE gales, in pity bear 
My ſighs, my tender fighs away; 
To my cruel Strephon's ear, 
All my ſoft complaints convey. 


Near fome moſſy fountain's ſide, 
Or on ſome verdant bank reclin'd, 
Where bubbling ſtreams in murmurs glide, ' 
You will the dear deluder find. 


Gentle 
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Gentle gales, in pity bear 
My fighs, my tender ſighs away; 
To my cruel Strephon's ear 
All my ſoft complaints convey. 


Tell the falſe one, how I mourn, 
Tell him all my pains and woes; 
Tell, ah! tell him to return, | 
And bring my wounded heart repoſe. 
Gentle gales, in pity bear 
My lighs, my tender ſighs away; 
To my cruel Strephon's ear 
All my ſoft complaints convey. 


— a: 
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SONG clLXXXIII. 
The HAPPY SHEPHERD. 
Sung by Mr, FAWCETT, at Ranelagh. 


I T H Phillis Þ1I trip o'er the meads, 
And haſten away to the plain, 

While ſhepherds attend with their reeds, 

To welcome my love and her ſwain : 
The lark is exalted in air, 

The linnet ſings perch'd on the ſpray ; 

Our lambs ſtand in need of our care, 
Then let us not lengthen delay. 


W hat pleaſures I feel with my dear, 

While gameſome young lambs are at ſport, 
Exceed the delight of a peer, 

That ſhines with ſuch grandeur at court: 
When Colin and Strephon go by, 

They form a diſguiſe for a while ; 
They ſee how I'm bleſt with a ſigh, 
But envy forbids them to ſmile, 


Let courtiers, of liberty prate, 
T' enjoy it take infinite pains 
Ne primitive ſtate 
II only enjoy'd on the plains ; 
O's SPE OP ur pen With, 
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With Phillis I rove to and fro, 
With her my gay minutes are ſpent 5 
"T was Phillis firſt taught me to know, 
That happineſs lows from content. 


SONG CLXXXIV. 
Suug by Miſs WEARMAN, at Vauxhall. 


B RE AT HE ſoſt, ye winds ; be calm, ye ſkies 5 
Ariſe, ye flow'ry race, ariſe; 

Ye ſilver dews, ye vernal ſhow'rs, 

Call forth a bloomy waſte of flowers. 


The fragrant roſe, a beauteous gueſt, 

Shall flouriſh on my fair one's breaſt ; 

Shall grace her hand, or deck her hair, 

The flow'r moſt ſweet, the nymph moſt fair. 


A HUNTING SONG. 
Sung by Mr. SQuiss, at Marybone-Gardens. 
1 ARK, hark ye, how ecchoes the horn in the 


vale, 
Whoſe notes do ſo ſportingly dance on the gale, 
To charm us to barter, for ignoble reſt, 
The joys which true pleaſure can riſe in the breaſt : 
The morning is fair, and in labour with day, 
And the cry of the huntſman is Hark, hark, away: 
Then wherefore defer we, one moment, our joys! 
Haſte, haſte, let's away, ſo to horſe, my brave boys. 


What pleaſures can equal the joys of the chace, 
Where meaner delights to more noble give place | 
While onward we preſs, and each ſorrow defy, 
From valley to valley re-ecchoes the cry : 


SONG CLXXXV. 1 
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Our joys are all ſterling, no ſorrow we fear, 

We bound o'er the lawn, and look back on old Care; 
Forgetful of labour, we leap o'er the mounds, 

Led on by the horn, and the cry of the hounds. 


1 —— P 
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SONG CLXXXVI. 
LOVE and AFFECTION. 


Sung by Mi. V E RNON, at Vauxhall, 
Let by Mr. Yates. 


W HEN youth mature, to manhood grew, 
Soon beauty touch'd my heart; 
From vein to vein love's light'ning flew, 
With pleaſing, painful ſmart : 
My boſom 'dear content forſook, 
And ſooth'd the ſoft dejection; 
The melting eye, the ſpeaking look, 
Prov'd Love and ſweet Affection. 


Unus'd to arts which win the fair, 
What could a ſhepherd do? 

And to ſubmit to ſad deſpair, 
Was not the way to woo, 

At length I told the lovely maid, 
I hop'd ſhe'd no objeEtion 

To talk (while round her lamkins play'd) 
Of Love and ſweet Affection. 


A bluſh my Chloe's cheek bedeck'd, 
A bluſh devoid of guile, 

&« And what from me can you expect!“ 
She anſwer'd with a ſmile. 

&© How many nymphs have been betray'd, 
Through want of calm reflection 

£ Then don't my peace of mind invade 


« With Love and ſweet Affection.“ 
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Dear maid, I cry'd, miſtruſt me not, 
In wedlock's bands let's join; 

My kids, my kine, my heards, my cot, 
My ſoul itſelf is thine, 

To church I led the charming fair, 
To Hymen's kind protection; 

And now life's deareſt joys we ſhare, 
With Love and ſweet Affection. 


SONG CLXXXVII. 
The SKY-LARK. 


O, tuneful bird, that glads the ſkies, 
To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way, 
And there on e pinions riſe, 
And there thy vocal art diſplay. 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong ; 
Tell her the ſounds that ſooth her ear, 
To Damon's native plains belong. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 

The bird from Indian groves may ſhine ; 
But aſk the lovely, partial maid, 

What are his notes, compar'd to thine ? 


Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 

And all his flaunting race, with ſcorn, 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 

Who {ings her. praiſe, and ſings forlorn, 
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SONG CLXXXVIII. 
Sung by Miſs Pop E, in The Muſical Lady. 
OVE's a ſweet and ſoft muſician, 
Who derives his ſkill from thee ; 
Plays on ev'ry diſpoſition, ; 
Strikes the ſoul on ev'ry key. 


Deep 
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Deep deſpair now thrums Adagio, 
Lively hope now ſounds Coragio; 
O! the ravifhing tranſition | 
Tweedle dum, and tweedle dee. 


2 - 
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SONG CLXXXIX. 
Sung by Mr. PRENTICE, at Sadler's-Wells. 
HE truths that I ſing none deny me, 
They're truths that muſt ever prevail; 
Ve poor dogs of France, we defy ye, 
By the force of our Engliſh good Ale. 

The tricks ye attempt, but in vain are, 
They are what we expected, and ſtale; 
Your troops, and your fleets, our diſdain are, 

By the force of our Engliſh-good Ale. 
When Beſs, that brave queen, rul'd the nation, 
*T was Spain's great Armada did fail; = 
She dealt te the Dons tribulation, 
By the force of our Engliſh good Ale. 
And thus we will ſerve them for'ever, 
Tho? their loads en our necks they'd-entail; 
There's none like our people, ſo clever, 
By the force of our Engliſh. good Ale. 
Free - born, we ſupport our defender, 
Te our ſons we hand down the detail ; 
Defy the de'il, pope, and pretender, 
By the force of our Engliſh good Ale. 


—— 
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SON G CXC. 
Sung by Mr, Cook k, at Sadler's-Wells. 
Hat a blockhead is he that's afraid to die poor! 
We came into the world with our Tkins, and 
no more: | 
So the matter is plain, he that worlhips his pelf, 
Is a thief to mankind, and a dupe to Hhimſelf. 


PI 


( x19 ) 


n have women arid wine, Ill have horſe and hound, 


And my taſte in all ſhapes ſhall be rul'd by no bounds: 
For the matter is plain, &c. 3 

»Tis a ſmatch of them all muſt afford the true joy, 
In an olio of ſports that the heart cannot cloy: 

For the matter is plain, &c. 


If a miſer you prove, the whole world wiſh you dead, | 


And your wife and your ſon, pluck the prop from 
your head : 


So the matter is plain, &c. 


Let me live then thro' life, well-belov'd and at eaſe, 
My caſh ſhall provide me whatever I pleaſe: | 
For the matter is plain, he that worſhips his pelf, 
Is a thief to mankind, and a dupe to himſelf, 
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The FAIR MONITOR. 
Sung by Miſs Brown, et Sadler's- Wells. 
Von, VE ſure forgot, dear mother mine, 
When you was once as blithe as me; 
When vows were offer'd at your ſhrine, 
And lovers dropt on bended knee: 
When you cou'd fing, and dance, and play ; 
Alas! December treads on May. 
Behold dame nature's fay'rite blow, 
The rich jonquil, the bluſhing roſe, 
How ſhort a date their beauties know, 
Surrounded by a thouſand foes ; 
*Till time decrees their full decay, 
And harſh December treads on May. 
The whole creation owns this truths _ 
Then why ſhou'd wrinkled brows-exact 
'The mode, ſevere on blooming youth, 
By which themſelves cou'd never act; 
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( 120 ) 


The blood that's warm will have its way, 
Too ſoon December treads on May. 


Then, ſwains, with tabor, pipe, and glee, 
Let's, whilſt we're here, grim Care deride ; 
Come ſport and frolic free with me, 
In ſpite of age, and prudiſh pride: 
The laws of love—all ſhould obey, 
Before December treads on May, 


— 


SONG CXCII. 
Sung by Mr. Cookx, at Sadler's-Wells. 
M Y dog and my miſtreſs are both of a kind, 
As fickle as fancy, inconſtant as wind; 
My dog follows ev'ry ſtrange heel in the ſtreets, 
And my miſtreſs as fond of each fellow ſne meets. 


Vet, in ſpite of her arts, I'll not make the leaſt ſtrife, 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life. 


Go Miſs where ſhe will, and whenever ſhe pleaſe, 
Her conduct ſhall ne er my philoſophy teaze ; 
Her freedom ſhall never embitter my glee, 

One woman's the ſame as another to me. 

So, in ſpite of her airs, I'll not make the leaſt ſtrife, 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life. 


J laugh at the wretches who ſtupidly pine 

For falſe-hearted gipſies they title divine; 

At worſt of my love- fits no phy ſic J aſk, 

But that which is found in the bowl or the flaſk, 

For go 2 how they will, I'll not make the leaſt 
rife, 

But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life. 


The girl that behaves with good-humour and ſenſe, 

Shall {till to my heart have the warmeſt pretence; 

And for thoſe that would jilt me, deceive and betray, 

In honeſter bumbers I'll waſh them away. 

"Tis my final reſolve, not to make the leaſt ſtrife, 

But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro life. | 
5255 | SONG 


( 121 ) 
SONG CXCIII. 


CONTENT: A PASTORAL BALLAD, 
Sung by Mr. Hupsox. Set by Mr. Goodwin, jun. 


0 ** moorlands and mountains, rude, barren, 
and bare, | 


As wilder'd and wearied I roam; 

A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me o'er lawns to her home; 

Yellow ſheaves, from rich Ceres, her cottage had 

crown'd, | a 

Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor; 

Her caſement ſweet woodbines crept wantonly round, 
And deck'd the ſod ſeats at her door. 


We fat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the beit ; 
Whilſt W from my guard, by ſome glances ſhe 
caſt, | 
Love lily ſtole into my breaſt, 
T told my ſoft wiſhes, ſhe ſweetly reply'd, 
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine) 
I've rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
Yet take me, fond ihegherd, I'm thine. 


Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpect ſo meek, 
So ſimple, yet ſweet were her charms; 
I kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her check, 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 
Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep. 
And if on the banks, by the ſtream, 
Reclin'd on her boſom I fink into ſleep, 
Hier image ſtill ſoftens my dream. 


- 


Together we range o'er the flow-rifing hills, 
Delighted with paſtoral views ; 
Or reſt on the rock where the ſtreamlet diſtils, 
And mark out new themes for my muſe, 1 
| | | 0 


£ 
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Some range at a diſtance, and ſome hunt at hand: 


(122) 
To pomp, or proud titles, ſhe ne'er did aſpire, 
The damſel's of humble deſcent ; 
The cotager Peace is well known for her fire, 
And ſhepherds have nam'd her Content, 
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SONG CXCIV. 

V*RY mortal ſome favourite pleaſure purſues, 
Some-to White's run for play, ſome to Batſon's 

for news; 
To Shuter's droll phiz others thunder applauſe, 
And ſome triflers delight to hear Nichols's noiſe : 
But ſuch idle amuſements [']] carefully ſhun, 
And my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my gun. 


Soon as Phoebus has finiſn'd his ſummer's career, 
And his maturing aid bleſt the huſbandman's care; 
When Roger and Nell have enjoy'd harveſt-home, 
And, their labour being o'er, are at leiſure to roam; 
From the noiſe of the town and its follics I run, 
And I range o'er the fields with my dogs and my gun. 


When my pointers around me all chearfully ſtand, 

And none dares to ſtir, but the dog I command; 

When wy covey he ſprigs, and I bring down my 
ird, 

Tve a pleaſure no paſtime beſide can afford. 

No paſtime nor pleaſure that's under the ſun, 

Can be equal to mine with my dogs and my gun, 

When the covey I've thinn'd, to the woods J repair, 

And I bruſh thro! the thickets, devoid of all fear, | 

There I exerciſe freely my levelling ſkill, | 

And with pheaſants and wookcocks my bag often fill; 

For death (where I find them) they ſeldom can ſhun, 

My dogs are ſo ſure, and ſo fatal my gun. 


My ſpaniels ne'er babble, they're under command; 


When 


(123) | 
When a wosdcock they fluſh, or a pheaſant they 
ſpring Wo a 
With heart-chearing notes, how they make the woods 
ring! 
Then for muſic let fribbles to Ranelagh run, 1 
My concert's a chorus of dogs and a gun. Ih 


When at night we chat over the ſport of the day, 
And ſpread o'er the table my conquer'd ſpoils lay; 
Then I think of my friends, and to each ſend a party 
For my friends to oblige is the pride of my heart : 
Thus the vices of town, and its follies I ſhun, 
And my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my gun. 
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SONG CXCV. 


Szng by Miſs WRIGHT, in the Engliſh Opera ef 
Almena. er by Mr. Michael Arne. 
H E golden radiance of the ſun, 
Mild glancing thro? the cedar bow'rs, 

Renews the glories of the day : 

The beauteous ſcene's again begun, 

Which nature freſhens and empow'rs, 

And every bird exalts his lay. 


Sweet is the prime of florid June, 
Sweet are the meadows as they ſmile, 
And ſweet the rural minſtrel's ſong z 
But ſweeter is the mind in tune, | 
Sweeter the heart unknown to guile, 
And ſweeter where the virtues throng. 


* 


SONG CXCVI. 
1 : Sang by Mr. PRENTICE, at Sadler's- Wells. 
E lads, and ye laſſes, who bloom in your prime, 
I love and regard ye, the jewels of time; 
Then liſt, and attend to the words that I ſay, 
For life's a mere vapour, a thing of decay, 
« G 2 As 


( 124 ) 
As now let me find ye with ſmiles on your brows, 
Each nymph prove indulgent, each youth keep his 
voWs [chime, 
Save love and good-humour, with hearts that true 
All joys that men boaſt of are inſults of time. 


What a wretch muſt he be, who ſo doats upon pelf, 

To think that no mortal feels want but himſelf ; 

Who ſtarves midſt the guineas he counts o'er with 
glee ! 

Such, ſuch are the vileſt abuſers of me. 


The girl that is ſqeamiſh, the icy-fac'd prude ; 

The man that is flinty, remorſeleſs, and rude ; 
With him that's a milk-ſop, and baulks the full toaſt, 
As time they abandon, by time ſhall be loſt. 


But ſtill to the chearſul, the good, and the gay, 

December ſhal! meet them ſtill mild as the May; 

Hand-in-hand I'll conduct them, who live without 
crime, 

From the ſons of the earth to the father of time. 


* 


$O N G CXCVII. 


Lung by Signer G1oSTINELL1, in Almena, 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne, 


OW can I my heart ſurrender, 
And not moſt unfaithful prove f 
Yet 'tis grateful to be tender, 
When from pity riss love, 


But, can honour prove ungrateful, 
And the vows of love ſuppreſs ? 
"Tis unmanly, if deceitful, 


When we're bleſt we ccaſe to bleſs, 


SONG 


1 
SON G CXCVIII. 


Sung by Mr. VERNON, in Almena, 


Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


HE martial hoſt, and tented plain, 
May fright the poor and timid ſwain, 
Who never felt ambition's fire; 
But nothing awes, or ſhould controul, 
1 he truly great, undaunted foul, 
That dares to empire's height afpire, 
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SONG CXCIX. 
Sung by Mrs. VixcenT, in Almena. 
Set by Mr. Battiſnill. 
OU LD you taſte of freedom's charms, 


| Zara courts thee to her arms, 
Diſtreſs, like thine, ſhould pity move, 

And pity's ray ſhould kindle love, 

For my heart adopts thy woes, 

Melting, thrilling, as it grows; 

Leave thy cell, and follow me, 

Love and Zara ſet thee free. 


"> — 


SON. 
Sung by Miſs WRIGHT, in Almena. 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne, 


Ne peace ſhall claim its ſoft dominion, 
And gentle love ſhall ſway the ens 
Ambition ſinks on wearied pinion, 
And tyranny has loſt its de ts. 


Again ſhall ſmiling joy and pleaſure 
Advance together hand-in-hand; 
And plenty ſpread its golden treaſure, 

To * the deliver'd land. 
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Sung by Mr. VERNON, in Almena. 


Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


WER beauty, on the lover's ſoul, 
© Imprints its firſt and faireft charms, 
It ſoon does reaſon's force controul, 
And every paſſion quite diſarms. 


»Tis beauty triumphs o'er the brave, 
As ev'ry feature blooms divine; 

?Tis beauty makes the king a flave, 
When in angel's form, like thine. 


SONG Cel. 
Lung by Miſs Willlams, in Almena, 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


THE ſweets of peace ſhall be our own, 
And ſmiling plenty crown the plains ; 
*Tis peace adorns the monarch's throne, 
And chears the cottage of the ſwains. 


The riſing ſun ſhall bleſs the mead, 
And fair the mountain olive ſpring 

The vine its richeſt cluſters ſpread, 
When glory crowas a patriot king. 


SONG CCIIL 
Sung by Signora CREMONIN1, in Almena, 
Het by Mr. Battiſhill, 


I T H doubts and fears, for her I love, 
My heart is ſtill diſtreſs'd ; 

Afflictive as the plaintive dove, 

When plunder'd of her neſt, 


Whence 


| ( 127 ) 
_ Whence ſad and moaning, all the day 
She pines in ſolitude away. 
Fly, fly, oh! fly, ye minutes, fly, 
On Time's expanded wings, 
Till my Almena ſtops the figh 
That for her ſafety ſprings ; 
Guard her ſweet innocence and charms, 
And ſafe conduct her to theſe arms. 


Omitted it the 
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SONG CCIV. 
DUET T O; Sung by Signora CREMONINI-and 
Ai, Walon, in Almena. 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne. 
Aa* flows the cool and purling till, 
In filver mazes down the hill, 


It chears the myrtle, and the vine, 

That in each other's foliage twine. 
So ſtreams from the maternal heart, 

W hat tender nature can impart ; 
Thus happy in my arms to fold, 

And to my heart Almena hold. 


SONG CCV. 
A RUNT Y06:.50;N OG. 
Sung by Mr. BEARD, in Apollo and Daphne. 


& © HE ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with 
: gold, 


And the meadows all ſpangled with dew-drops behold, 
How the laik's early matin proclaims the new day, 

And the horn's chearful ſummons rebukes our delay ! 

With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can 

vie, | - | ; 

While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 

follow, follow, follow, follow, fellow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, the hounds in full . 
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( 128 ) 
Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, 
And the ſlave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the court; 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 
But innocence ſtill gives it reſt to our joy. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 
The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee; 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 


Tho' often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


WOES Bi. oe nr ron We yo 


The cit hunts a plum, the ler hunts fame; 
"The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 

| And the artful coquette, tho?” the ſeems to refuſe, 
vp Yet, in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues, 

| With the ſports of the held, &c, 


- 
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Let the bold, and the buſy, hunt glory and wealth, 

All the blefings we aſk is the bleſſing of health; 

With hounds and with horn, thro' the woodlands to 
roam, 

And when tir'd abroad, find contentment at home. 
With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can vie, 
While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 

follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, the hounds in full cry, 
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SONG CCVI. 


The MARRIED MAN, 
Set and ſung by Mr, HUDSON, 


1 Am married, and happy : with wonder hear this, 
Ye rovers and rakes of the age, 
Who laugh at the mention of conjugal bliſs, 
And who only looſe pleaſures engage: 1 
Ou. 


( 129 ) 
You may laugh ; but, believe me, you're all in the 
wrong, 
When you merrily marriage deride ; 
For to marriage the permanent pleaſures belong, 
And in them we can only confide. 


The joys which from lawleſs connections ariſe, 
Are fugitive—never ſincere ; 
Of ſtolen with haſte, or ſnatch'd by ſurprize, 
Interrupted by doubts, and by fear : 
But thoſe which in legal attachments we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 
Is from ev'ry imbitt'ring reflection refi n'd, 
And to life's lateſt hour will endure.. 


The love which ye boaſt of, deſerves not that name, 
True love is with ſentiment join'd ; 

But your's is a paſſion, a feav'riſh flame, 3 
Rais'd without the conſent of the mind. 

When, dreading confinement, ye miſtreſſes hire, 
With this, and with that ye are cloy'd : 

Ve are led, and miſled, by a flattring falſe fire, 
And are oft” by that fire deſtroy' d. 


If you aſk me from whence my felicity flows, 
My anſwer is ſhort—** from a wife, 
„Who for chearfulneſs, ſenſe, and good-nature 1 
„% choſe, - 3 
„ Which are beauties that charm us for life.“ & 
To make home the ſeat of perpetual delight, bi 
Ev'ry hour each {tudies to ſeize; | 9 
And we find ourſelves happy from morning to night 
By our mutual endeavours to picaſy. 
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$ONG CCVIL 


Sung by Mr. VERNON and Miſs SLACK, in The 
Capricious Lovers. | 


Phebe. 
O F Colin's tender love poſſeſs'd, 
My heart is glad, my ſpirits bleſs'd ; 

His chearful looks, his ſoul ſincere, 

Shall give the ſmile, and wipe the tear. 

7 Colin. 

No ſplendour gilds my homely ſcene, 
My ſtores are few, my cottage mean; 
But Phœbe's ſmile rewards my pain, 
Aud Colin is a wealthy ſwain. 


Both, 
No jealous thought ſhall ſtain my breaſt, 
No fears alarm, no cares moleſt. 
Colin. 
Pleas'd with the nymph, my hopes purſue; 
For ſhe is kind, and I am true. 
Phebe. 


Pleas'd with the ſwain, my hopes purſue ; 
For he is kind, and I am true. 


(199) 


bt — ——_— 


SONG CCVIIL. 
» Sung by Mr. YaTEs, in The Capricious Lovers, 


5 A V HE N the head of poor Tummas was broke 
, By Roger, who play'd at the wake, 
And Kate was alarm'd at the ſtroke, 
And wept for poor 'Tummas's ſake ; 
When his worſhip gave noggins of ale, 
And the liquor was charming and ſtout ; 
O thoſe were the times to regale, 
And we footed it rarely about, 


Then 


Then our partners were buxom as does, 

And we all were as happy as Kings; 
Each lad in his holiday cloaths, 

And the laſſes in all their beſt things: 
What merriment all the daylong ! 

May the teaſt of our Colin prove ſuch 
Odzooks ! but I'll join in the ſong, 

And Ill hobble about with my crutch. 


SONG CCIX. 
Sung by Mr. YATES, in The Capricious Lovers. 


H O' my features, I'm told, 
Are grown wrinkled and old, 
Dull wiſdom I hate and deteſt ; 
Not a wrinkle is there, . 
Which is furrow'd with care, 
And my heart is as light as the beſt. 


When I look on my boys, 

They renew all my joys, 
Myſelf in my ehildren ſee z; 

While the comforts I find 

In the kingdom, my mind, 
Pronounce that my kingdom is free. 


In the days I was young, 

Oh! I caper'd and ſung, -, 
The laſſes came flocking apace; ; 
But now turn'd of threeſcore, 

I cando fo no more— 
Why then let my boy take his place, 


Of our pleaſures we crack ; 
For we ftill love the ſmack, 
And chuckle o'er what we have been; 
Vet why ſhould we repine ? 
You've had your's, ve had mine, 
And now let our children begin, 
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SONG (CX. 
Sung by Miſs SLACK, in The Capricious Lovers. 


O, ſeek ſome nymph of humbler lot, 
To ſhare thy board and deck thy cot; 
With joy I fly the ſimple youth, 

Who holds me light, or doubts my truth, 
Thy breaſt, for love too wanton grown, 
Shall mourn its peace and pleaſure flown ; 
Nor ſhall my faith reward a ſwain, 

Who doubts my love, or thinks me vain. 


SONG -CCXI. 
Sung by Miß SLACK, in The Capricious Lovers. 


HEN vapours o'er the meadows die, 
And morning ſtreaks the purple ſky, 
I wake to love with jocund glee, 

To think on him who doats on me. 


When eve embrowns the verdant grove, 
And Philomel laments her love; 

Each ſigh I breathe my love reveals, 
And tells the pangs my boſom feels. 


With ſecret-pleaſure I ſurvey 

The frolic birds in am'rous play; 

W hile fondeſt cares my heart employ, 
Which flutters, leaps, and beats for joy. 


—— 


SONG CCXI.. 


Sting by Miſe SLACK, in The Capricious Lovers, 
W HEN late a ſimple ruſtic laſs, 


I rov'd without conftraint, 
A ſtream was all my looking-glaſs, 
And health my only paint. 


The 


The charms I boaſt, a alas ! how few, 
I gave to nature's care; 

As vice ne'er ſpoil'd their native hue, 
They could not want repair, 


nw 3 


SONG CCXIIL ; 
Sung by Mr. ScoTT, in The Capricious Lovers, 


F tyrant love, with cruel dart, 
Transfix the maiden's tender heart; 
Of eaſy faith, and fond belief, 
She hugs the dart, and aids the thief. 


Till left, her helpleſs ſtate to mourn, 
Neglected, loving, and forlorn : 

She finds, while grief her boſom ſtings, 
As well as darts, the god has wings. 


_— 


SONG CCXIV. 


Sung by Mrs. CLIVE, in The Capricious Lovers. 


OR various purpoſe ſerves the fan, 
As thus—a decent blind, 

Between the ſticks to peep at man, 
Nor yet betray your mind. 

Each action has a meaning plain, 
Reſentment's in the ſnap ; 

A flirt expreſſes ſtrong diſdain, 
Conſent a gentle tap. 

All paſſions will the fan diſcloſe, 
All modes of female art, 

And to advantage ſweetly fhews 
The hand, if not the heart. 


*Tis folly's ſceptre, firſt deſign'd 
By love's capricious boy, 

Who knows how lightly all mankind. 
Are govern'd by a toy. 
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SONG ccxv. 

CYMON and IPHIGENIA. A Cantata. 
Sung by Mr. BEARD. Set by Dr. Arne, 


RECITATIVE. 


EAR a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 
ſhade 
Seem'd moſt for love and contemplation made, 
A cryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 
Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe : 


Thither retir'd from Pheœbus' fultry ray, 


And lull'd in fleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 

Cymon a clown, who never dreamt of love, 

By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring grove ;. 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiltled as he went, for want of thought: 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 

He gap'd—he ſtar'd—her lovely form ſurvey'd ; 
And while with artleſs voice he (ſweetly ſung, 
Reauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue, 


AIR. 


Tue ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 

Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, * 
Completes the rural ſcene, 
Completes the rural ſcene; 

But in thy boſom, charming maid, 

All heav'n itſelf is ſure diiplay'd, 
T'oo lovely Iphigene, 
Too lovely Iphigene, 


RECITATIVE. 


She wakes, and ſtarts poor Cymon trembling ſtands, 
Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands: 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear; 

Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near, 


Halfs " 


"125 
Half-rais'd, with gentle accent, ſhe replies, 
On, Cymon |! if "tis you, I need not riſe ; 
Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain; 
Purſue thy way, and let me fleep again. 
The clown, tranported, was not ſilent long, 
But thus wich extacy purſu'd his ſong : 


AIR. 


Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break, 
In wanton ringlets, down thy neck ; 
Thy love-inſoiring mien, 
Thy love-inſpiring mien; 
Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape, inchant me ſo, 
I die for Iphigene, 
I die for Iphigene. 


RECITATIVE. 


Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence 
The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe : 
She gazes—finds him comely, tall, and ſtraight, 
And thinks he might improve his auk'ard gate; 
Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, 
At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend. 
Thus mighty love cou'd teach a clown to ptead ; - 
And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed, 


AIR, | 
Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 4 
Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire; | «3 


Love can rage itſelf controul, 
And elevate, and elevate the human foul: f 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate 

Had made our lives of too long date; 4 
But bleſt with beauty, and with love, i 
Bleſt with beauty, and with love, | 
We taſte what angels do aboye, 

W hat angels do above. 


SONG | 
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SONG CCXVI, 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Dr. Arne, 


E true honeſt Britons, who love your own land, 
Whoſe fires were ſo brave, ſo victorious and 
free, 
Who always beat France when they took her in hand, 
Come ] Join, honeſt Britons, in chorus with me ; 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus with me. 


Let us ſing our own treaſures, Old England's good 
cheer, 

The profits and pleaſures of ſtout Britiſh beer; 

Your wine-tipling, dram-ſipping fellows, retreat, 

But your beer-drinking Britons can never be beat, 

But your, &c. 


The French with their vineyards are meagre and pale, 

They drink of the ſqueezings of halt-ripen'd 
fruit; 

But we, who have hop- grounds to mellow our ale, 

Are-roly and plump, and have freedom to boot. 

Let us ſing, &c. 


Sbou'd the French dare invade us, thus arm'd with 


our poles, 
We'll bang their bare ribs, make their lantern- 
| Jaws Ting 
= For your beef- 8 beer-drinking Britons are 
1 ſouls, 
Who will ſhed their laſt drop for their country 
and king. 


Aft us ſing, &c. 


SONG CCXVII. 


Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Dr. Boyce. 


TE S Thyrfis reclin'd by her ſide he lov'd beſt, 
With a ſigh, her ſoft hand to his boſom he preſt, 


While his paſſion he breach'd in the grove; 1 
5 


(137) 
As the bird to his neſt till returns for repoſe, 
As back to its fountain the conſtant fiream flows, 
So true and unchang'd is my love. 


If e'er this heart roves, or revolts from its chains, 
May Ceres in rage quit the vallies and plains, 
May Pan his protection deny: 
In vain wou'd young Phillis and Laura be kind; 
On the lips of another no rapture I find ; 
With thee as I've liv'd, ſo I'll die. 


More ſtill had he ſwore, but the queen of the May, 
Young Jenny the wanton, by chance, tript that way, 
And ſought ſweet repoſe in the ſhade, 
With ſorrow young lovers, I tell the foft tale, 
The laſs was alluring, the ſhepherd was frail, 
And forgot ev'ry vow he had made. 


To comfort the nymph, and her loſs to ſupply, 
In form of Alexis young Cupid drew nigh, 
Of ſhepherds the envy and pride: 
Ah! blame not the maid, if, o'ercome by his truth, 
Her hand, and her heart, ſhe beſtow'd on the youth, 


And the next morn beheld her his bride. Af 
Learn rather from Sylvia's example, ye fair; 4 
That a pleaſing revenge ſhall take place of deſpair, _ | 

Give ſorrow and care to the wind: 1 


If faithful the ſwain, to his paſſion be true; 
If falſe, ſeek redreſs in a lover that's new, 323 
And pay each inconſtant in kind. * fl 


SONG ccxviI. 1 
The ACCIDENT. Sung at Sadler's-Wells. 


| \ S Yother day milking I ſat in the vale, . 
Young Damon came up, to addreſs his ſoft tale, 


do 


08) 
So ſudden, I ſtarted, and gave him a frown ; 
For bs my cow, and my milk was kick'd 
own. | 


Lord bleſs me ! ſays I, what a deuce can you mean, 
To come thus upon me, unthought-of, unſeen ! 

I ne'er will approve of the love you pretend; 

For, as miſchief began, perhaps miſchief may end. 


I little thought now, he'd his paſſion advance; 

But pretty excuſes made up the miſchance : 
He begg'd a kind kiſs, which I gave him, I vow 3 
And I laid, my own ſelf, all the fault on my cow. 


How many ways love can the boſom invade ! 
His bait prov'd too ſtrong, alas! for a maid : 
He hinted that wedlock was what he'd be at ; 

But I thought it was beſt to fay nothing of chat. 


I flutter all over whene'er he comes nigh ; 
For, if he ſhould preſs, I ſhou'd ſurely comply, 
And ne'er ſhall be angry, my heart itſelf tells, 

= Tho! he flings down my milk, or does any thing elſe, 
= - | — 
| - $ONG CCXIX. 

DUET. Sung hy Mr. BEaRD, and Miſs YounG, 


ny W HE N Phcebus the tops of the hills does adorn, 

How ſweet is the ſound of the ecchoing horn 

When the antling ſtag is rouz'd with the ſound, 

Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, 

And thinks he has left us behind on the plain: 

WE But {till we purſue, and now come in view of the 
| glorious game. 

O ſee how again he rears up his head, 

And 1 5 with fear, he redoubles his ſpeed: 

But, oh ! tis in vain that he flies, 


That his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe the 
cries: 
For 


— 


» 
\ 
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For now his ſtrength fails him, he heavily flies, 
And he pants till with well-ſcented hounds ſur- 
rounded he dies, 


wy SONG COXX. 
A Dialogue. Set by Dr. Boyce. 


He. | 
AS TE, haſte, ev'ry nymph, and each fwains 
to the grove 
For Venus is there, *tis the ſeaſon for love: 
Obey the kind ſummons ; for, if ſhe's defy'd, 
Your boldneſs ſhe'll conquer, and puniſh your pride. 


She. 
Oh hear me, ye fair ones, nor heedleſsly run; 
The path to delight, is the road you ſhould ſnun: 
Fly far from the grove if Venus be there; 
Her ſummons is cruel, her ſmiles are a ſnare. 


He. | 
Sure nature was never averſe to delight; 
Where pleaſure is preſent, fear ſoon takes its flight: 
Proud nymph, if by kindneſs you cannot be warm'd, 
Remember that Venus her Cupid has arm'd. 


She, 
I fear not his vengeance, his bow, nor his darts; 
*Tis credulous folly that foftens our hearts : 
But virtue's the ſhield, thoſe hearts can ſecure, 
And paſſion's a ſickneſs diſcretion can cure. 


BP - / OW 
Diſcretion ! why Venus would laugh at the name: 
If once in your boſom ſhe kindles a flame, 
In ſpite of yourſelf, you would hie to the grove; 
For reaſon can't ſtruggle gainſt nature and love. 


She. 
Go, leave me, deceiver, let reaſon prevail; 
_ *Gainſt nature and paſſion let fear turn the ſcale. 


| Both, | 


* ; * ** Y 
te. * 
| | 2 
(149) 
Both. ö 2 4. 


Nay, traitor, forbear; I'm to honour a ſlave. 
Nay, faireſt, be kinder; to love I'm · a ſlave. 


SONG CCXXI. 
The Wards from Shakeſpear. Sung al Ranelagh. 


OM E, live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove, 
That hills and vallies, dales and helds, 
And all the craggy mountains yields : 
There will we fit upon the rocks, 
And ſee the ſhepherds feed their flocks, 
Near ſhallow rivers, by whoſe falls 
Melodious birds ſing madrigals. 


There will I make the beds of roſes, 
With a thouſand fragrant poſies, 

A cap of flowers, with a girdle 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle; 
A gown made of the fineſt wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull, 
If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Come, live with me, and be my love, 


Fair lined flipper for the cold, 

With buckles of the pureſt gold; 

A belt of ſtraw with ivy buds, 

And coral clafps, and ſilver ſtuds : 

The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and ſing, 
For thy delight, each May morning. 

If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 


e SONG 
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SONG CCXXIIL 


Sung at Vauxhall, Szt by Dr, Arne. 


URE Sally is the lovelieſt laſs 
That e'er gave ſhepherd glee ; 
Not May-day, in its morning-dreſs, 
Is half ſo fair as ſhe ; 
et poets paint the Paphian queen, 
And fancy'd forms adore, 
Ye bards, had ye my Sally ſeen, 
You'd think on thoſe no more. 


No more ye'd prate of Hybla's hill, 
Where bees their honey ſip, 

Did ye but know the ſweets that dwell 
On Sally's love-taught lip : 

But, ah! take heed, ye tuneful ſwains, 
The ripe temptation ſhun; 

Or elſe like me you'll wear her chains, 
Like me you'll be undone. 


Once in my cot ſecure I ſlept, 
And lark-like hail'd the morn; 
More ſportive than the kids I kept, 
I wanton'd o'er the lawn: 
To ev'ry maid love-tales I told, 
And did my truth aver ; 
Yet'ere the parting kiſs was cold. 
I laugh'd at love and lr, 


But now the gloomy prove I ſeek, 
Where love-lorn ſhepherds ſtray; 
There to the winds my grief I ſpeak, 
And ſigh my ſoul away: 

Nought but deſpair my fancy paints, 
No dawn of hope I ſee ; - 
Fo Sally's pleas'd with my complaints, 

And laughs at love and me. 


Since 


( 142 ) 
Since theſe my poor neglected lambs, 
So late my only care, 
Have loft their tender fleecy dams, 
And ftray'd I know not where: 
Alas! my ewes, in vain ye bleat ; 
My lambkins loft; adieu! 
No more we on the plains ſhall meet, 
For loſt's your ſhepherd too. 


SONG CCXXI. 
The UNION of LOVE and WINE. 
Set by Mr. Baildon. 


W TH women and wine I defy ev'ry care, 
For life without theſe is a bubble of air; 
For life without theſe, &c. | 


3 4 Each helping the other, in pleaſure I roll, 


And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my ſoul ; 
Each helping the other, &c. 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 

I never ſhall alter my conduct for them; 

I care not how. much they my meaſures decline, 
Let em have their own humour, and I will have mine. 


Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes improve, 


Tis the ſpring-tide of life, and the fuel of love; 


And Venus ne'er look'd with a ſmile ſo divine, 

As when Mars bound his head with a branch from 
the vine. | 

Then , my dear charmer, thou nymph half 
Th divine, | 

Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me with wine; 
Then giving and taking, in mutual return, 

The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. 


But ſhould'ſt thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 
My bumper I'll quit to be bleſt with thy love; 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 

My bottle I'll break, and demoliſh my glaſs. 


5 80 NG 
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SONG CCXXIV. 
STREPHON. of the HILL. & by Dr. Arne. 


1 E T others Damon's praiſe rehearſe, 
Or Colin's at their will; 


I mean to ſing, in ruſtic verſe, 
Young Strephon of the Hill, 


As once I ſat beneath a ſhade, 
Beſide a purling rill ; 

Who ſhou'd my ſolitude invade, 
But Strephon of the Hill ? 


He tapt my ſhoulder, ſnatch'd a kiſs ; 
I could not take it ill; 
For nothing ſure is done amiſs 

By Strephon of the Hil). 


Conſent, O lovely maid ! he cry'd, 


Nor aim thy ſwain to kill: 
Con 


ent this day to be the bride 
f Strephon of the Hill, 


| Obſerve the doves on yonder ſpray, 
See how they fit and bill; 
So ſweet your time ſhall paſs away 
With Strephon of the Hill. 


We went to church with hearty glee, 
O love propitious til] 1 

May ev'ry nymph be bleſt, like me 

With Strephon of the ill. 


— ——_—— ct... — 


SONG CCXXV. 
In the Oratorie of Suſanna. 
SK if yon damaſk roſe is ſweet 


That ſcents the ambient air; 


Then aſk each ſhepherd that you meet, 
If dear Suſanna! s fair, 


— I—_ 
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Say, will the vulture quit his prey, 
And warble thro' the grove ? 


Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray, ? 
Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 

The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, 
Let pride in ſplendor ſhine ; 

Ye bards, unenvied laurels wear, 
Be fair Suſanna mine. 


— 
2 * —_—_— ——_— —_— A — _ —_— 2 — 


— * 


SONG CCXXVI. 


. — 


| W HEN mighty roaſt beef was the Engliſh- 


| man's food, 
It ennobled our veins, and enriched our blood ; 


= Our ſoldiers were brave, and our courtiers were good: 
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O the roaſt beef of Old England! 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef ! 


But ſince we have learnt from all-conquering France 
© To eat their ragouts, as well as to dance, 


Wee fed up with nothing—but vain complaiſance: 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


Our fathers of old were robuſt, ſtout and ſtrong, 


And kept open houſe with good chear all day long, 


Which made their plump tenants rejoice in this ſong : 


O the roaſt beef, &c. 


But now we are dwindled to—what ſhall I name? 


A ſneaking poor race, half begotten, —and tame, 


Who ſully thoſe honours that once ſhone in fame: 


O the roaſt beef, &c. 


hen good queen Elizabeth ſat on the throne, 
Ere coffee, or tea, or ſuch ſlip- ſlops were known, 


The world was in terror, if &er ſhe did frown : | 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 25s 


In thoſe days, if fleets did preſume on the main, 


They ſeldom or never return'd back again ; 
As witneſs, the vaunting armada of Spain: 
O the roa ſt beef, &c. ä Oh! 


( 145 ) 
Oh ! then they had ſtomachs to eat, and to fi oht, 


And, when, wrongs were a cooking, to do Thom: 

ſe]ves right; 

But now we re a pack of could but good-pight 
O the roaſt beef of Old England! 

And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef! 


SONG CCXXVII. 
CROSS PURPOSES. Sung at Ranelagh. 


1 O M loves Mary paſſing well, 
And Mary ſhe loves Harry ; - 

But Harry ſigbs for bonny Bell, 
And finds his love miſcarry ; 

For bonny Beil for Thomas burns, 
Whilſt Mary ſights his paſſion ; 

So ſtrangely treakith are the turns 
Of human inclination. 


Moll gave Hall a wreath of flow're, 
Which he, in am'rous folly, | 

Conlign'd to Bell, and in few hours 
It came again to Molly : 

Thus all by turns are woo'd and woo, 
No turtles can be truer ; 

Each loves the object they pu- ſue, 
But hates the kind purſuer. 


As much az Mary Thomas grieves, A} 
Proud Fall deſpiſes Mary; | 7 
And all the flouts which Bell receives 
From Tom, ſhe vents on Harry: 
If one of all the four has frown'sd, 
You ne'er ſaw people grummer z . 
If one has ſmil'd, it catches round, 
And all are in good-humour. 


H 
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say, will the vulture quit his prey, 
And warble thro' the grove ? | 
Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray, ? 
Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 


The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, 
Let pride in ſplendor ſhine ; 

Ye bards, unenvied laurels wear, 
Be fair Suſanna mine. 


—— — — —— 1 — AG 
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SONG CCXXVI. 


w HEN mighty roaſt beef was the Engliſh- 
man's food, 
It <anobled aur veins, and enriched our r blood; 
Our ſoldiers were brave, and our courtiers were good: 
O the roaſt beef of Old England 
And O the Old Engliſh — beef! 


Baut ſince we have learnt from all- conquering France 
I To eat their ragouts, as well as to dance, 
Were fed up with nothing—but vain complaiſance : 


O the roaſt beef, &c. 


| Our fathers of old were robuſt, ſtout and ſtrong⸗ 


And kept open houſe with good chear all day long, 
Which made their plump tenants rejoice in this ſong: 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


But now we are dwindled to—what ſhall I name? 


A ſneaking poor race, half begotten, —and tame, 
Who ſully thoſe honours that once ſhone | in fame : 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


Vhen good queen Elizabeth ſat on the throne, 
Ere coffee, or tea, or ſuch flip- ſlops were known, 


The world was in terror, if e'er ſhe did frown : 
O che roaſt beef, &c. 


In thoſe days, if fleets did preſume on the main, 


They ſeldom or never return'd back again; 
As wit neſs, the vaunting armada of Spain : R 


il I ne & MG. - Oh! 
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Oh!] then they had ſtomachs to eat, and to fight, 

And, when, wrongs were a cooking, to do them- 
ſe]ves right; 

But now were a pack of—I could but good-night 

O the roaſt beef of Old England! | 

And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef 


as. 8 


— 


| SONG CCXXVII, 
CROSS PURPOSES. Sung at Ranelagh. 


52 O M loves Mary paſſing well, 
And Mary ſhe loves Harry; 
But Harry ſighs for bonny Bell, 
And finds his love miſcarry ; 
For bonny Beil for Thomas burns, 
Whilſt Mary flights his paſſion : 
So ſtrangely freakiſh are the turns 
Of human inclination. 


Moll gave Hall a wreath of flow're, 
Which he, in am'rous folly, 
Conſign'd to Bell, and in few hours 
It came again to Molly : 
Thus all by turns are woo'd and woo, 
No turtles can be truer ; 
Each loves the object they purſue, 
But hates the kind purſuer. 


As much ai Mary Thomas grieves, 2 
Proud Hall deſpiſes Mary; 

And all the flouts which Bell receives 
From Tom, ſhe vents on Harry: 

If one of all the four has frown'd, 
You ne'er ſaw people grummer ; 

If one has ſmil'd, it catches rour.d, 
And all are in good-humour, 


H 
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Then, lovers, hence this leſſon learn, 
Throughout the Britiſh nation; 

How much *tis ev'ry one's concern 
To ſmile at reformation. 
And til], thro” life, this rule purſue, 

Whatever objects ſtrike you, 
Be kind to them that fancy you, 
That thoſe you love may like you. 


—_— 
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SONG CCXXVILI. 
Sung by Mrs, VERNON, 


V AIN is ev'ry fond endeavour 
To reſiſt the tender dart ; 
For examples move us never ; 
We muſt feel, to know the ſmart, 
When the ſhepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And our beauties ſets to view ; 
Vanity, her aid ſupplying, 
Bids us think *tis all our due, 
Bids us think *tis all our due, 


Softer than the vernal breezes 
Is the mild, deceitful ſtrain ; 
Frowning truth our ſex diſpleaſes; 
Flatt'ry never ſues in vain : 
But, too ſoon, the happy lover 
Does our tend'reſt hopes deceive ; 
Man was form'd to be a rover, 
Fooliſh woman to believe, 
Fooliſh woman to believe. 


_ T4 


_—— 


S O N G. CCXXIX. 


OU tell me I'm handſome, (I know not how 
true) 


Aid eaſy, and chatty, and good-humour'd too; 


That 


nas 1 
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That my lips are as red as the roſe-bud in June, 
And my voice, like the nightingale's, ſweetly in tune 
All this has been told me by twenty before; 
But he that would win me muſt flatter me more, 
But he that would win me mult flatter me more, 


If beauty from virtue receive no ſupply, 

Or prattle from prudence, how wanting am I! 

My eaſe and good-humour ſhort raptures will bring; 
My voice, like the nightingale's, knows but a ſpring : 
For charms ſuch as theſe then your praiſes give oer; 
To love me for life, you muſt love me {till more, 
To love me, &c. 


Then talk not to me of a ſhape, or an air; 

For Chloe the wanton can rival me there : 

"Tis virtue alone that makes beauty look gay, 
And brightens good-humour as ſun-ſhine the day: 
For that if you love me, your flame may be true, 
And J, in my turn, may be taught to love too, 
And I, in my turn, may be taught to love too. 


a 
— 


————— 


r 


SON G CCXXX, 
Sung by Mr. BEARD, in The Chaplet. 
* OU fay, at your feet that I wept in deſpair, 


And vow'd that no angel was ever fo fair: 
How could you believe all the nonſenſe I ſpoke ? 
What know we of angels ?—I meant it in joke. 


JI next ſtand indidted for ſwearing to love, 


And nothing but death ſhould my paſtion remove: 


i have lik'd you a twelvemonth, a calendar year 
And not yet contented Have conſcience, my dear. 


H 2 | SONG 


( 148 ) 


SONG CCXXXI. 
Sung in The Chaplet. 


USH about the briſk bowl, 'twill enliven the 
heart, 
While thus we fit round on the graſs: 
The lover, who talks of his ſuff rings and ſmart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


# The wretch, who ſits watching his ill- gotten pelf, 
And wiſhes to add to the maſs ; 

What'er the curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, 
Deſerves, &c. | 


T he beau, who, ſo ſmart with his well powder'd hair, 
An angel behold in his glaſs, 
| And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the fair, 
| Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, 
= Deſerves, &c. 


The merchant from climate to climate will roam, 
Of Creceſus the wealth to ſurpaſs ; 

And oft', while he's wand'ring, my lady at home 
Claps the horns of an ox on the als, 
Claps the horns, &c, 


The lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his plea, 
With forchead well fronted with braſs, 

Tho” he talk to no purpoſe, he pockets your fee 
There you, my good friend, are an als, 
There you, &c. 


The formal phyſician, who knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this claſs ; 

The ſick man a while may confide in his ſkill, 

But death proves the doctor an aſs, 

But death, &c. 


Then 


( 149 ) 


Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 
By turns take our bottle and laſs; 

For he who his pleaſure puts off for a day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an als, 
Deſerves to be icckon'd an als. 


ä 
—— 


SONG CCRXXXII. 
Sung in The Chaplet. 
WW HAT mead'cine can foiten the boſom's keen 
{mart ? 
What Lethe can baniſh the pain? 


What cure can be inet with to ſooth the fond heart 
That's broke by a faithleſs young {wain ? 


In hopes to forget him, how vainly I try 
The ſports of the wake and the green! 

When Colin is dancing, I ſay with a ſigh, 
*T was here firſt my Damon was ſeen, 


When to the pale moon the ſoft nightingales moan, 
In accents ſo piercing and clear; 

You ſing not ſo ſweetly, I cry, with a groan, 
As when my dear Damon was here, 


A garland of willow my temples ſhall ſhade, 
And pluck it, ye nymphs, from yon grove ; 
For there, to her coſt, was poor Lauia betray'd, 

And Damon pretended to love, 


1 
— 


SONG CCXXXIII. 
| Sung in The Chaplet, 


F* rewell, my Paſtora, no longer your ſwain, 
Quite fick of his bondage, can ſuffer his chain : 
Nay, arm not your brow with ſuch haughty diſdain ; 
My heart leaps with joy 1 be free once again. 


3 


Sia 


( 150 ) 

Sing tol derol derol, 
Derol tol lol derol lol lol ; 
Sing tol derol lol lol lol derol. 
P!l live like the birds, thoſe ſweet tenants of May, 
Who always are ſportful, who always are gay; 
How ſweetly their ſonnets they carol all day! 
Their love is but frolic, their courtſhip but play. 
Sing tol derol, &c. 


If ſtruck by a beauty they ne'er ſaw before, 

In chirping ſoft notes they her pity implore : 

She yields to intreaty ; and when the fit's o'er, 

*T'is a hundred to ten that they never meet more. 
Sing tol derol, &c, 


— 


SONG CCR XXIV. 
Sung in The Chaplet. 


Damon. 


& & HR k E goddeſſes ſtanding together, 
Thus puzzled young Paris one day: 
Can I judge the value of either, 
Where both bear ſo equal a ſway ? 


Paſtora. 


Conſider my wit and condition, 
Conſider my perſon likewiſe; 

I never was us'd to petition; 

But pr'ythee make uſe of your eyes. 


Laura. 


No merit I plead, but my paſſion ; 

*T was needleſs to mention your vow : 
Reflect, with a little compaſſion, 

On what this poor boſom feels now, 


Damon. 


( 152 ) 


Damon. 


Some genius direct me, or demon, 
Or elſe I may chance to chooſe wrong :— 
You're part of the goods of Palemon; [To F. 
I give you to whom you belong. 


—— 


SONG CCXXXV.. 
Sung by Mrs. CLive, in The Chaplet. 


N vain I try my ev'ry art, 

Nor can I fix one ſingle heart, 
Yet I'm not old nor ugly: 

Let me conſult my faithful glaſs—— 

A face much worſe than this might paſs, 


Methinks I look full ſmugly. 


Vet bleſt with all theſe pow'rful charms, 
The young Palemon fled theſe arms, 
That wild unthinking rover : 
Hope, filly maids, as ſure to bind 
The rolling ſtream, the flying wind, 
As fix a rambling lover. 


But hamper'd in the marriage nooſe, 

In vain they ftruggle to get looſe, 
And make a mighty riot : 

Like madmen, how they rave and ſwear ; 

A while they ſhake their chains, and ſtare um 
But then lie down in quiet. 


SONG CCXXXVI, 
Sung in The Chaplet. 


Know that my perſon is charming, 
Beyond what a clown can diſcover ;, 

That dowdy, your ſenſes alarming, 

Proves what a dull thing is a lover. 


H 4 


(-152 J 
IM quit the dull plains for the city, 
Where beauty is follow'd by merit : 
Your taſte, ſimple Damon, I pity ; 
| Your wit who would wiſh to inherit? 
Perhaps you may think you perplex me, 
And that I my anger would ſmother : 
The loſs of one lover can't vex me; 
My charms will procure me another. 


I n&er was more pleas'd, I aſſure you; 

(How odious they look ! I can't bear em!) 
I wiſh you much joy of your tury 
(My rage into pieces could tear em !) 


SONG CCXXXVI. 


Sung by Ar. BEARD, in The Chaplet. 
ECLARE, my pretty maid, 
Muſt my fond ſuit miſcarry ? 
Wich you Þ1! toy, Fil kits and play; 
But hang me if 1 marry, hang me if I marry : 
With you I'll toy, I'll kiſs and play; 
But hang me if I marry. 


Then ſpeak your mind at once, 
Nor let me longer tarry ; 

With you Il] toy, II! kiſs and play; 
But hang me if I marry : 

Wirh you, &c, 


Tho' charms and wit aſſail, 
The ſtroke I well can parry : 
] love to kiſs, to toy and play; 
But do not chooſe to marry : 
I love, &c. 


Young Molly of the dale 
Makes a mere ſlave of Harry ; 
Becauſe, when they had toy'd and kiſs'd, 
The fooliſh ſwain would marry; 
Becauſe, &c. 


( 153) 
Theſe fix'd reſolves, my dear, 
I to the grave will carry ; 
With you I'll toy, and kiſs and play ; 
But hang me if I marry, —hang me if I marry : 
With you I'Il toy, and kiſs and play; 
But hang me if I marry. 


SONG CCXXXVIII. 


Sung by Mr. BEARD, and Mrs. VERNON, in. 
The Chaplet, 


Damon. 


95 ONTENTED all day I will fit at your ſide, 

Where poplars far ſtretching v'er-aich the cool 
tide | 

And, while the clear river runs purling along, 

The thruſh and the linnet contend in their ſong, 

ihe thruſh and the linnet contend in their ſong. 


Laura. 


While you are but by me, no danger I fear; 

Ye lambs, reft in ſatety, my Damon is near; 

Bound on, ye blithe kids, now your gambols may 
pleaſe, 

For my thejherd is kind, and my heart is at caſe, 

For my ſhepherd, &c. 


Damon, 


Ye virgins of Britain, bright rivals of day, 

The wiſh of each heart, and the theme of each lay; 
Ne'er yield to the ſwain till he make you a wife, 

For he who loves truly will take you for lite, 

For he who, &c. 


Cw 


| Laura, 
Ye youths, who fear nought but the frowns of the 
fair, | 
*L.is yours fo relieve, not to add to their care 
Hs Then 


* 


ma —_— 
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* 
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Then ſcorn to their ruin aſſiſtance to lend, 

Nor betray the ſweet creatures you're born to defend, 
Nor betray, &c. 


Duetto. 


For their honour and faith be our virgins renown'd ; 
Nor falſe to his vows one young ſhepherd be found : 


Be their moments all guided by virtue and truth, 


To preſerve in their age what they gain'd in their 
youth, | 

To preſerve in their age what they gain'd in their 
youth, 


SONG CCXXXIX. 
The POW E R of NATURE. 


Sung by UAr. Long. 


THERE virtue encircles the fair, 

T here lillies and roſes are vain ; 

Each bloom muſt drop with deſpair, 
Where innocence takes up her reign : 


No gaudy embelliſhing arts 


The fair-one need cali to her aid, 
Who kindly by nature imparts 
The graces that nature has made. 


The ſwain who has ſenſe, muſt deſpiſe 
Each coquettiſh art to enſnare ; 
If timely ye'd wiſh to be wiſe, 

Attend to my counſel, ye fair: 


Let virgins whom nature has bleſt, 


Her ſovereign dictates obey ; 
For beauties by rature expreſt 
Are beauties that never decay. 


SONG 


(18s) 
SONG CCXL.' 
Sung by Mr. BEARD, in The Maid of the Mill, 


XZ HEN a maid, in a way of marriage, 
Firſt is courted by a man, 
Let'un do the beſt he can, 
She's ſo ſhame-fac'd in her carriage, 
"Tis with pain the ſuit's began. 
Tho'f mayhap ſhe likes him mainly, 
Still ſhe ſhams it coy and cold ; 
Fearing to confeſs it plainly, 
Leſt the folks ſhould think her bold. 


But the parſon comes in ſight, 
Gives the word to bill and coo ; 
Tis a different ftory quite, 
And ſhe quickly buckles to. 


—— _———— —_— 


SONG. CCXLI. 


Sung by Mr. BEARD, in The Maid of the Mill. 


ARE! 'tis[, your own true lover, 
After walking three long miles 
One kind look at leaſt diſcover, 
Come and ſpeak a word to Giles. 
You alone my heart I fix on, 
Ah, you little cunning vixen f. 
I'can ſee your roguiſh {uiles, 
Addflids ! my mind is fo poſſeſt, 
Jill we're ſped I ſhan't have feſt; 
Oaly ſay the thing's a bargain, 
Here an you like it, 
Ready to ſtrike it, 
There's at once an end of arguing : 
I am hers, ſhe is mine; 
Thus we ſeal, and thus we ſign. 


SONG 


| . 


( 156') 
SONG CCXLI. 


Sung by Mr. MatTocks, Miſs HALLAM, Mr. SHu- 
TER, Miſs BRENT, and Mr. BEARD, in The 
Maid of the Mill. 


Mr. Mattocks, 


"TIE LD who will, to form a martyr, 
While, unaw'd by idle ſhame, 
Pride for happineſs | barter, x 
Heedleſs of the millions' blame. 
Thus with love my arms J quarter: 
Woman graced in nature's frame, 
Ev'ry privilege, by charter, | 
Have a right from man to claim. 


Miſs Hallam. 
Eas'd of doubts and fears preſaging, 


What new joys within me riſe, 


White Mamma, her frowns aſſuaging, 


Dares no longer tyrannize! 
So, long ſtorms and tempeſts raging, 
When the bluſt'ring fury dies, 
Ah! how lovely, how engaging, 
Proſpects fair, and cloudleſs ſkies ! 


Mr. Shuter. 


Dad ! but this is wond'rous pretty, 

Singing each a round-de-lay ; 
And [Il mingle in the ditty, 

Tho' I ſcarce know what to ſay. 
There's a daughter briſk nd witty, 
Here's a wife can witely ſway ; 
Truſt me, maiters, twere a pity 

Not to let them have their way. 


Miſs Brent. 
My example is a rare one, 
But the cauſe may be divin'd ; 
Women want not merit dare one 
Hope diſcerning men to find ? 


O may 


e 
O may each accompliſh'd fair one, 
Bright in perſon, ſage in mind, 
Viewing my good fortune, ſhare one 
Full as ſplendid, and as kind. 
Mr. Beard. 
Laugh'd at, ſlighted, circumvented, 
And expos'd for folks to ſee't ; 
*Tis as thof a man repented 
For his follies in a ſheet, 
But my wrongs go unreſented, 
Since the fates have thought them meet; 
This good company contented, 
All my wiſhes are complete. 


SONG CCXLIII. 

Sung by Miſs HALLAM, in The Maid of the Mill. 
H IST, hiſt! I hear my mother call ! 
| Pr'ythe be gone, 

We'll meet anon. — 
Catch this, and this— 
Blow me a kiſs, 
In pledge-promis'd truth, that's all. 
Farewell !—and yet a moment ſtay, 
Something beſide I have to ſay; 
Well, *tis forgot ;— 
No matter what. 
Love grant us grace, 
The mill's the place. 
She calls again, I muſt away. 


SONG CCXLIV. 
Sung by Mr. SHUTER, in Ihe Maid of the Mill. 


* Q U vile pack of vagabonds ! what do ye mean? 
FI maul you, raſcallions, | 

Ye tatter demallions— 
If one of them comes within reach of my cane. 


Such 


(158) 
Such curſed aſſurance, 
»Tis paſt all endurance. 
Nay, nay, pray come away. 
They're ly ars and thieves, 
And he that believes 
Their fooliſh predictions 
Will find them but fictions, 
A bubble that always deceives. 


SONG CCXLV. 
Set by Mr. Howard. 


H Y heaves my fond boſom? ah! what can 
it mean ? 
Why flutters my heart that was once ſo ſerene ? 
Why this ſighing and trembling when Daphne is near; 
Or why when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 
Or why when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 


Methinks I for ever with wonder could trace 

The thouſand ſoft charms that embelliſh thy face: 

Each moment | view thee, new beauties I find; 

With thy face I am charm'd, but enſlav'd by thy 
mind, 


With thy face, &c. 


Untainted with folly, unſully'd by pride, 

There native good-humour and virtue reſide: 

Pray heaven that virtue thy ſoul may ſupply 

With compaſſion for him who without thee muſt die, 
With compaſſion for him who without thee muſt die. 


— 


SONG CCXLVI. 


Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Ar, Worgan. 
N O ſhepherd was like Strephon gay, 
No ſwain to me ſo dear; 
*T was rapture all the live-long day 
His ſong, his pipe, to hear, 
His ſong, his pipe, to hear: 5 Yet 


(159). 

Yet when he ſigh'd, and talk'd of love, 
His paſhon I'd forbid ; | 

For what I felt to hide I ſtrove ; 
Upon my word I did, 
Upon my word I did, 


The ſpring, when nature wakes to youth, 
And looks all life and joy, 

The ſummer's ſun, ſaw Strephon's truth, 
Saw Chloe ſtill was coy, 
Saw Chloe, &c. 

At length he vow'd, Thou cruel fair, 
Diſdain my heart has freed : 

He ſpoke, and left me in deſpair ;. 
Upon my word he did, 
Upon, &c. 


How ſad, how penitent was I ! 
My pride has caus'd my pain : 
From morn to eve | us'd to ſigh, 
Oh ! Strephon, come again, 
Oh ! Strephon, &c. 
It chanc'd, he ſought a tender lamb, 
That in the grove lay hid; 
When, thoughtleſs, there I breath'd his name:; 
Upon my word I did, 
Upon, &c. 


Surpriz'd, my well-known voice to hear, 
In ſounds of ſoft delight, 

With eager ſteps the youth drew near, 
And met my raptur'd fight, 

And met, &c. 

No pow'r had I, all art.was vain, 
Of Strephon to get rid; 

My pancing heart confeſs'd the ſwain; 
Upon my word it did, 
Upon, &c. 


O nymph, 


( 160 ) 


O nymph, he cry'd, whoſe eyes to meet, 
My ſoul with joy o'erflows ! 

The bee, that roves from ſweet to ſweet, 
Like me, prefers the roſe, 
Like me, &c. 

Ye maids, with whom I've tripp'd the green, 
Let other youths ſucceed; 

My Chloe welcom'd me again; 
Upon my word ſhe did, 
Upon, &c. 

While bluſhes crimſon'd o'er my cheek, 
My hand with warmth ne preſt ; 

O! ſpeak, he ſigh'd, my Chioe, ſpeak, 
Shall Strephon now be bleſt? 
Shall Strephon now be bleſt ? 

Ah! who that lov'd ſo well, ſo long, 
The ſhepherd could have chid ? 

Perhaps you think I held my tongue: 
Upon my word I did, 
Upon my word I did. 


SONG CCXLVII. 


The AD VIE. 
Sung at Ranelagh. t by Mr. Howard. 


E nymphs, who to the throne of love 
With hearts ſubmiſſive bow; 
Who hope the mutual bliſs to prove, 
Thet crowns the nuptial vow, 
That crowns the nuptial vow 
Thro' caution's glaſs, by reaſon lent, 
Oh ! view your lovers clearly, 
Nor think to wed, till that preſent 
The man that loves you dearly, 
Nor think to wed, till that preſent 
The man that loves you dearly, 
'The man that loves you dearly, 


Stild 


( 161 ) 
Still blind to wiſdom's ray, the rake 
No ſocial bliſs allows; 
And he who long has rov'd, muſt make 
A goud-tor-nothing ſpouſe, 
A good-for-nathing ſpouſe. 
Nor truſt the fop, tho' piteous fighs 
Proclaim you've touch'd him clearly ; 
His own ſweet charms too much he'll prize, 


Nor can he love you dearly; 
His vn, &c. 


But when, with ev'ry manly grace, 
A youth of ſoul refin'd, 

Who doating on your form and face, 
Thinks brighter ſtill your mind, 
Thinks brighter ſtill your mind; 

When iuch fhall for the favour ſue, 
Oh! yield your hand fincerely, 

And you'll love him, and he'll love you, 
To life's laſt moment, dearly ; 

And you'll love him, and he'll love you, 
To life's laſt moment, dearly, 

To life's laſt moment, dearly. 


SONG CCXLVIII. 


Sung at Ranelagh. St by Mr. Howard, 


* E chearful virgins, have you ſeen 
My fair Myrtilla paſs the green, 
To roſe or jeſs'mine bow'r ? 
To roſe or jeſs'mine bow'r ? 
Where does the ſeek the woodbine ſhade ? 


For ſure ye know the blooming maid, 
Sweet as the May-born flow'r, 
Sweet as the May-born flow'r. 


Her cheeks are like the maiden roſe 

Join'd with the lilly as it grows, 
Where each in ſweetneſs vie, 
Where each in ſweetneſs vie. 


( 162 ) 
Like dew-drops glitt ring in the morn, 
When Phcebus gilds the flow'ring thorn, 
Health ſparkles in her eye, 
Health ſparkles in her eye. 


Her ſong is like the linnet's lay 
That warbles chearful on the ſpray, 
To hail the vernal beam, 
To hail the vernal beam. 
Her heart is blither than her ſong ; 
Her paſſions gently move along, 
Like the ſmooth: gliding ſtream, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding ſtream. 


SONG CCXLIX. 
CHARMING BESSY. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Howard. 


9915S T me, all ye tuneful nine, 
With numbers ſoft and witty 
To Beſſy I inſcribe the line, 
Then raiſe my humble ditty: 
To Beſſy I inſcribe the line, 
Then raiſe my humble ditty. 


And, as ye waſt the ſound along, 
Attend, ye liſt'ning ſylvan throng, 
To praiſe my charming Beſſy, 
My lovely, charming Beſſy. 
Let others ſing the cruel fair, 
Who glories in undoing, ; 
And proudly bids the wretch deſpair, 
Rejoicing in his ruin, 
And proudly, &c. 
Such haughty tyrants I deteſt ; 
And let me ſcorn them, while I reſt 
Upon thy gently-ſwelling breaſt, 
My lovely, charting Bally 
My lavely, &c. | 


Catch, catch, ye groves, the am'rous ſong ;. 


—-— 
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( 163 ) 
The roſe I'll pluck to deck her head, 
The vi'let and the panſy: 
The cowſlip too ſhall quit the mead, 
To aid my am'rous fancy ; 
The cowſlip, &c. 
Ye fragrant ſiſters of the ſpring, 
Who ſhed your ſweets on Zephyr's wing, 
Around my fair your odours fling, 


Around my charming Beſſy, 
Around, &c. 


When ev'ning dapples o'er the ſkies, 
The ſun no longer burning, 
Methinks I ſee before my eyes 
Thy well-known form returning. 
Methinks, &c. 
On ill or dale, by wood or ſtream, 
"Thou art alone my conſtant theme, 
My waking wiſh, my morning dream, 
Thou lovely, charming Beſſy, 
Thou lovely, cbarming Beſſy. 
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The RESOLUTTION. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Howard. 


EASE, Cupid, ceaſe thy fond alarms, 
For I am fafe from future harms, 

My heart, once free, ſhall ne'er again 

Or feel love's pleaſure, 

Or feel love's pleaſure, or its pain : 

No; from this day, this very hour, 

I turn a rebel to thy pow'r; . 

Since truth and honour cannot move, 

W hat, what have I to do with love ? 
What, what have I to do with love ? 


A nymph more fair I ne'er ſhall find 
Than lovely, faithleſs Roſalind ; Beware 


F 

Beware, ye ſwains, nor truſt your eyes; 
The wretch who gazes, ſurely dies: 

No ſwain could vie in bliſs with me; 

No nymph e'er ſeem'd more fond than ſhe, 
Who vow'd by each dread pow'r above; 
Then what had I to do, but love ? 

Then what, &c. 


But when (be found I hugg'd my chain, 
Nor wiſh'd for liberty again, 

She bid me all my hopes give o'er, 

And think of her and love no more: 
Say then, if ſhe no longer deign 

Jo hear my vows, or ſoothe my pain 
If ſhe no more my verſe approve, 
What, what have I to do with love? 
What, what, &c. 


Heneforth adieu, ye treach'rous fair; 

To ſcenes far diſtant I' repair; 

In deſert plains, and foreſts rude, 

I' court my miſtre(s, Solitude: a 
No more ſhall faithleſs woman's art 

Inſnare my fond believing heart; 

Like Nature's ſon, at large I'll rove, 

And have no more to do with love, 

And have no more to do with love. 


SONG CCL. 


Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Howard. 


Y the dew-beſprinkled roſe; 
By the blackbird piping clear; 
By the weitern gale, that blows 
Fragrance on the vernal year ; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, 
Nor let him longer ſigh in vain: 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, 
Nor let him longer figh in vain. By 


( 165 ) 


By the cowſlip, clad in gold; 
By the ſilver lilly's light; 
By thoſe meads, where you behold 
Nature rob'd in green and white; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, 
And to his ſighs, oh ! ſigh again: 
Hear, &c. 


By the riv'let's rambling race; 
By the muſic that it makes; 
By bright Sol's inverted face, 
Who for the ſtream his ſky forſakes ; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, 
And into joy convert his pain : 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, 
And into joy convert his pain. 


— — — 


SONG CCLIL 


The QUEEN. of MA. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Howard. 


E V*RY nymph and ſhepherd, bring 
Tributes to the queen of May 
Rifle for her brows the ſpring 3 
Make her as the ſeaſon gay, 
Make her as the ſeaſo gay. 
Teach her then, from ev'ry flow'r, 
How to uſe the fleeting hour ; 
Teach her then, from ev'ry flow'r, 
How ro uſe the fleeting hour, 
How to uſe the fleeti g hour. 


Now the fair Naicittus blows, 
With bis ſweetneis now delights ; 
By hi fide, the ialden roſe 
With her artleis bluſh invites, 
With her, &c- 
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( 166 ) 
Such, ſo fragrant, and ſo gay, 


Is the blooming queen of May ; 
Such, ſo fragrant, &c. 


Soon the fair Narciflus dies, 
Soon he droops his languid head; 
From the roſe her purple flies, 
None inviting to her bed, 
None, &c. 
Such, tho* now ſo ſweet and gay, 
Soon ſhall be the queen of May; 
Such, tho' now, &c. 


Tho thou art a rural queen, 

By the ſuffrage of the ſwains, 
Beauty, like the vernal green, 

In thy ſhrine not long remains, 

In thy ſhrine not long remains. 
Bleſs, then, quickly, bleſs the youth, 
Who deſerves thy love and truth; 
Bleſs, then, quickly, bleſs the youth, 
Who deſerves thy love and truth, 
Who deſerves thy love and truth, 


; SONG CCLIII. 
COLIN and PH & BE. 


Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Ar. Howard. 


W HERE the jeſſamine ſweetens the bow'r, 
And cowſlips adorn the gay green, 

The roſes, refreſh'd by the ſhow'r, 

Contribute to brighten the ſcene; 


'The roſes, refreſh'd by the ſhow'r, 


Contribute to brighten the ſcene. 
In a cottage, retir'd, there live 

Young Colin, and Phcebe the fair; 
The Bleſlings each other receive, 

In mutual enjoy ments they ſhare ; 3 

e 


; (167) 
The bleſſings each other receive, 
In mutual enjoy ment they ſhare. 
And the lads and the laſſes that dwell on the plain, 
Sing in praiſe of fair Phoebe, and Colin her ſwain, 


The ſweets of contentment ſupply 
The ſplendor and grandeur of pride; 
No wants can the ſhepherd annoy, 
Whilſt bleſt with his beautiful bride ; 
No wants, &c. 
He wiſhes no greater delight 
Than to tend on his lambkins by day, 
And return to his Phœbe at night, 
His innocent toil to repay ; 
And return, &c, 
And the lads tell the laſſes, in hopes to prevail, 
They're as conſtant as Colin, who lives in the dale. 


If delighted her lover appears, 
The fair one partakes of his bliſs ; 
If dejected, ſhe ſoothes all his cares, 
And heals all his pains with a kiſs ; 
If dejected, &c. 
She deſpiſes the artful deceit, | 1 
That is practis'd in city and court; [ii 


i 
Thinks happineſs no where complete, 
But where ſhepherds and nymphs do reſort ; * 
Thinks happineſs, &c. 3 


And thelads tell the laſſes they die in deſpair, 
Unleſs they're as kind as Phabe the fair. 


Ye youths, who're accuſtom'd to rove, 
And each innocent fair one betray, 
No longer be faithleſs in love, 
The dictates of honour obey ; 
No longer be faithleſs in love, 
The dictates of honour obey : 

Ye nymphs, who with beauty are bleſt, 
Wich virtue improve ev'ry grace; 
The charms of the mind, when poſſeſt, 

Will dignify thoſe of the face; 
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| ( 168 ) | 
And, ye lads and ye laſſes, whom Hymen has join'd, 
Like Colin, be conſtant, like Phoebe be kind. 


SONG CCLIV. 
PHILANDER and SYLVIA. 


A Paſtoral Dialogue. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Howard. 


Phil. NX HILE bloſſoms deck each verdant 
_ ſpray, 

And Flora breathes the ſweets of May, 

I'll leave my flock to frolick free. 

And tune my pipe alone for thee, 

And tune my pipe alone for thee. 


Sylvia, W hat if thy flock ſhould leave the plain, 
While Tray is ſleeping by my ſwain *? 
Wouldft thou not think the minutes dear, 
And rail at me that kept thee here? 

O And rail, &c. 

Phil. Firſt ſhall the lark forget his note, 
The linnet ſtop his liquid throat. 

Sylvia. So oft you game, ſome ſhepherds ſay, 

And only jeſt, when you betray, 

And only, &c. 


Deck but your ſong with truth alone, 
My virgin heart ſhall be your own, 
Phil. The turtle ſhall forſake his love, 

E'te I to thee inconſtant prove, 
E're I, &c. 


Both. When beauty opens all her charms, 

And honour flies to beauty's arms, 

Sweet peace and love take up their crown, 
And virtue then aſcends her throne, 

And virtue then aſcends her throne. 


SONG 
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SONG CCLV. 
Sung by Mrs. CISE ER, in The Winter's Tale. 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne. 
En come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks we 


muſt ſhear ; | 
In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear; 
The happieſt of folks are the guileleſs and free; 
And who are ſo guileleſs, ſo happy, as we? 


We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught; 

We practiſe no arts with hy pocriſy fraught: 

W hat we think in our hearts you may read in our eyes, 
For, knowing no falſhood, we need no diſguiſe. 


By mode and caprice ate the city dames led; 
But we all the children of Nature are bred: 
By her hands alone we are painted and dreſt, 


For the roſes will bloom when there's peace in the 
breaſt. 


The giant, Ambition, we never can dread; 

Our roofs are too low for ſo lofty a head; 

Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open our door; 
They ſmile with the ſimple, and feed with the poor. 


When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we reveal; 
Like the flocks that we feed, are the paſſions we feel; 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 

And leave to fine folk to deceive and betray, 


— 


SONG CCLVI. 


Set by Count de St. Germain. 


H! ͤwould'ſt thou know what ſacred charms 
This deſtin'd heart of mine alarms, 
W hat kind of nymph the heav'ns decree, 
The maid that's made for love and me; 
| I | Who 
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Who joys to hear the ſigh ſincere, 
Who melts to fee the tender tear, 

From each ungen'rous paſſion free 
Be ſuch the maid that's made for me, 


Whoſe heart with gen'rous friendſhip glows, 
Who feels the bleſſings ſhe beſtows, 

Gentle to all, but kind to me; 

Be ſuch the maid that's made for me. 


Whoſe ſimple thoughts, devoid of art, 
Are all the natives of her heart ; 

A gentle train from falſhood free ; 

Be ſuch the maid that's made for me. 


Avaunt ! ye light coguettes, retire, 

Where flatt'ring fops around admire 

Unmov'd your tinſell'd charms I ſee ; 
M.ore genuine beauties are ſor me. 


SONG CCLVIL 
Sung in The Shepherd's Lottery. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


HEN fairies dance round on the graſs, 
And revel to night's awful noon, 

O ſay, will you meet me, ſweet laſs, 

All by the clear light of the moon ? 
My paſſion I ſeek not to ſcreen ; 

Then can J refuſe you your boon ? 
T'll meet you at twelve on the green, 
All by the clear light of the moon, 
I'll meet you at twelve on the green, 

All by the clear light of the moon. 


The nightingale perch'd on a thorn, 
Then charms all the plains with her tune, 
Ap: 2 4. of the ibience of morn, 

dalulss the pale light of the moon: 


How 
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How ſweet is the jeſſamine grove ? 
And ſweet are the roſes of June; 
But ſweeter the language of love, 
Breath'd forth by the light of the moon, 
But ſweeter, &c. 1 — 


Too ſlow rolls the chariot of day, 
Unwilling to grant me my boon: 
Away, envious ſunſhine ! away, 
Give place to the light of the moon: 
But ſay, will you never deceive : 
The laſs whom you conquer'd too ſoon, 
And leave a ſoft maiden to grieve 


Alone by the light of the moon ? 
And leave, &c. 


The planets ſhall ſtart from their ſpheres, 
Ere I prove ſo fickle a loon ; 
Believe me, I'll baniſh thy fears, 
Dear maid, by the light of the moon : 
Our loves when the ſhepherds ſhall view, 
To us they their pipes ſhall attune, 
While we our ſoft pleaſures renew, 
Each night by the light of the moon : 
While we our ſoft pleaſures renew, 
Each night by the light of the moon. 


1 = 
% 
9 
4 | 
] . 
4 
: 
1 
* 
1 
0 
Y 
4 
oF 
1 
"= 
"7 
9 
* 
8 
' v1 
1 
k 


SONG CCLVIII. 
CANTATA. &t by Mr. Stanley. 
RECITATIVE. | 


S in a penſive form Myrtilla ſat, 
> Revolving on the will of Fate, 
A ſprightly youth, devoid of care, 
Advanc'd, and thus addreſs'd the fair: 


By To AIR 
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: AIR. 
Thou venal bloom of beauty's tree, 
I'm come to buy a heart of thee : 
With tranſport I'receiv'd the tale, 
That ſuch a gem was up for ſale. 
Could I command the ſtarry. train, 
For thee I'd give it back again; 
And if I could, to make thee mine, 
The univerſe ſhould all be thine. 


Go hence, the maid with ſoftneſs cries; 
Merit the beſt deſerves the prize: 

N The tale you've heard was falſely told; 
* Myrtilla's heart can ne' er be ſold, 


— — — A 


SONG CCLIX. | 
CANTATA. Se by Ar. Stanley. 


AIR, | 
errors buy a heart? Myrtilla cries, 
And throws around her wanton eyes ; 
An eaſy ſhape, a graceful air, 
A face like lovely Hebe's fair ; 
A pair of eyes, that wound at ſight, 
And foil the di'mond's piercing light. 


RECITATIVE. 


Come hither, ye that long to prove 
The ſoul-enchanting joys of love; 
Quickly, quickly come; for he 
Buys, that bids the moſt for me. 


AIR. 
But let no ſordid wretch preſume, 
With even Crceſus' w-alth to come; 
Nor vainly hope, for gems or gold 
Such charms as theſe can e'er be ſold, | | 
Sa vile a change I ſcorn to make, 
For love's the only coin I take. 


SONG. 


(1793) 


SONG CCLX. 


Written by William Whitehead, E/q; Poet 
Laurecat. 


Sung by Mr. BEARD. 


ES, I'm in love, I feel it now, 
And Celia has undone me ; 

And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how 

The pleaſing plague ſtole on me: 
*T'is not her ſace that love creates, 

For there no Graces revel ; 
*Tis not her ſhape, for there the Fates, 
Tis not her ſhape, for there the Fates, 

Have rather been uncivil, 

Have rather been uncivil, 


Tis not her air, for ſure in that 
There's nothing more than common; 
And all her ſenſe is only chat, 
Like any other woman : 
Her voice, her touch, might give th' alarm; 
*T'is both, perhaps, or neither; 
In ſhort, *tis that provoking charm, 
In ſhort, *cis that provoking charm, 
Of Celia all together, 
Of Celia all together. 


— — 


SONG CCLXI. 


Sung by Miſs BRENT, in Thomas and Sally. 


Set by Dr. Arne, 


M Y former time, how briſk and gay ! 
So blithe was I as blithe could be; 

But now I'm ſad, ah ! well-a-day; 

For my true love is gone to ſea, 
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The lads purſue, I ftrive to ſhun, 
Their wheedling arts are loſt on me ; 

For I, to death, ſhall love but one, 
And he, alas | is gone to ſea. 


As droop the flow'rs *till Tight return, 
As mourns the dove its abſent the ; 

So will | droop, fo will I mourn, 
Till my true love returns from ſea. 


SONG CCLXII. 
Sung by Mr. Marrocks, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


T HE ecchoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad, 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away! 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 
What pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox! 
Ver hills, and o'er valleys, he flies: 
Then follow—- we'll ſoor dvertake him—Huzza | 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on, and dies. 


Triumphant returning at night wich the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals ſhouting and gay, 

How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day 

With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy ; 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours : 

| Since life is no more than a paſlage at beſt, 

1 Let's ſtrew the way oyer with flow'rs. 


— 
ad 
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SONG 
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SONG CCLXIII. 
Sung by Miſs BR ENT, in Thomas and Sally, 
Set by Dr. Arne, 
W ER E I as poor as wretch can be, 


As great as any monarch, he, 
Ere on ſuch terms I'd mount his throne, 
I'd work my fingers to the bone, 


Grant me, ye pow'rs, (I aſk not wealth) 
Grant me but innocence and health; 
Ah! what is grandeur link'd to vice? 
"Tis only virtue gives it price. 


„ — — 


S ON G CCLXIV, 


Sung by Miſs PoiTitR, in Thomas and Sally. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 
8 HAT May: day of life is for plcaſure, 


For ſinging, for dancing, and jnow 3 
Then why will you waſte ch a treaſure 
In ſighing, and crying- -Heigho ? 


Let's copy the bird in the meadows ; 
By her's tune your pipe when 'tis low: 
Fly round, and coquette it as ſhe does, 
And never. fit cryinz—Heigho | 


Though, when in the arms of a lover, 
It ſometimes may happen, I know, 

That, ere all our toying is over, 
Wewannot help crying —Heigho | 


In age ev'ry one a new part takes ; 
I find to my ſorrow ?tis ſo : 

When old, you may cry till your heart aches, 
And no one will mind you—Heigho | 


I 4 $O0NG 


(176) 
SONG CCLXV. 
Sang by Miſs Por rikEkx, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
W HEN I was a young one, what girl was like 


me ? 
So wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a bee; 
I tattled, I rambled, I laugb'd, and where-e'er 
A fiddle was heard,-—to be ſure I was there. 


To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay ; 

*I was, This, Sir—and That, Sir—but ſcarce ever 
Nay ; 

And, Sundays, dreſs'd out in my filks and my lace, 
I warrant I ſtood by the beſt in the place. 


At twenty I got me a huſband, poor man ! 

Well reſt him — We all are as good as we can; 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for firaws, 
And jealous—tho' truly I gave him ſome cauſe. 


He ſnubh'd me, and huff 'd me, but let me alone; 

Egad ! Pve a tongue, and I paid him his own: 

Ye wives, take the hint, and when ſpouſe is un- 
tow'rd, 

Stand firm to your charter, and have the lafl word, 


But now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my woe; 
I'm not what I was forty ſummers ago : 

This Time's a ſore foe ; there's no ſhunning his dart; 
However, I keep up a pretty good heart. 


Grown old, yet I hate to be fitting mum-chance ; 
I till love a tune, though unable to dance; 
And, books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, 


I teach that others I once did my ſelf. 


SONG 
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SO NG CCLXVI | 

Sung by Mr. Mar rocks, in Thomas and.Sally., | 

Set by. Dr. Arne; | i 

HEN late I wander'd o'er the plain, i 
From nymph to nymph, I ſtrove in vain 

My wild deſires to rally: 

But now they're of themſelves come home, 4 

And, ſtrange ! no longer ſeek to roam; 

They center all in Sally. 


Yet ſhe, unkind one] damps my joy, 
And cries, I court but to deſtroy : } 
Can love with ruin tally ? 
By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, 1 
I would all deaths, all torments bear, 4 
Rather than injure Sally, 


Come then, oh come ! thou ſweeter far 
Than jeſſamine and roſes are, 
Or lillies of the valley; 
O follow love, and quit your fear, 
He'll guide you to theſe arms, my. dear, 
And make me bleſt in Sally. 


- 
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SONG CCLXVIL 
Sung by Mr. Mar rocks, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


E E's a garden, rich in treaſure, 
Bury'd like the ſeeds in carth: 

There lie joy, contentment, pleaſure z 
But tis love muſt give them birth. 


That warm ſun its aid deny ing, 
We no happineſs can taſte; 
But in gold obſtruction lying, | 
Life is all one barren waſte. | 

| I'5 SONG 


—— 
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SONG CLXVIII. 


Sung by Mr. MaTToOCKs, and Miſs Brent, in 
| Thomas and Sally. 


Mr. Mattocks. 


OME, come, my dear girl, I muſt not be deny'd; 
Fine cloaths you ſhall flaſh in, and rant it away; 

I'll give you this purſe, and, bark you, beſide, 
We'll kiſs, and we'll toy, all the long ſummer's day. 


Miſs Brent. 
Of kiſſing and toying you ſoon will be tir'd, 
Should poor haplefs Salley conſent to be naught ;. 


Beſides, Sir, believe me, I ſcorn to be hir'd ; 


The heart's not worth gaining which is to be 
bought, 


Mr. Atattacks, 


Fear not, my dear Sally, the world's buſy tongue; 
Soon above ſcandal my girl ſhall be put; 

Then laugh, as you roll in your chariot along, 
At draggle-tail Chaſtity walking on foot. 


Miſs Brent. 


If only the fear of the world made me ſhy; 

My coyneſs and modeſty were but ill ſho wn; 
Their pardon *twere eaſy with money to buy ; 

But how, tell me how, I could purchaſe my own? 


Mr. Mattecis. 


Leave morals to grey beards ; thoſe lips were deſign'd 


For better employment 


Miſs Brent, 


— ——— no be a whore! 


Mr. 


( 179) 
Mr. Mattochs, 
O fie, child !—love bids you be rich and be kind; 


Miſs Brent. 
But virtue commands me, be boneſt and poor. 


—C 


SONG CCLXIX: 
Surg by Miſs PoITIER, in Thomas and Sally. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 
A L L you who would wiſh to ſucceed with a laſs, 
Learn how the affair's to be done ; 

For, if you ſtand fooling, and ſhy, like an afs, 
You'll loſe her, as ſure as a gun. 

With whining, and ſighing, and vows, and all that, 
As far as you pleaſe you may run ; 

She'll hear you, and jeer you, and give you a pat, 
But jilt you, as ſure as a gun. 


To worſhip, and call her bright goddeſs, is fine! 
But, mark you the conſequence, mun 

The baggage will think herlelf really divine, 

And ſcorn you, as fure as a gun. 

Then be with a maiden bold, frolic, and ſtout, 


And no opportunity ſhun; 
She'll tell you ſhe hates you, and ſ« ear ſhe'll cry out 


But mum—ſhe's as ſure as a gun, 


SQ NG. CCEXSX. 
Sung by Mr. BEARD, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne, 


R OM plowing the ocean, and threſhing moun- 
ſeer N 
In Old England we're landed once more; 


Your 


| (180) 
Tour hands, my brave comrades, holloo, boys, what 
cheer 
For a ſailor that's juſt come aſhore ? 


Thoſe hectoring blades thought to ſcare us, no doubt, 
And to cut u and ſlaſh us—Morblieu !' 

But hold there—avaſt—they were plaguily out: 
We have lic'd them, and pepper'd them too. 


Then courage, my hearts, your own conſequence 
| know, | 
Your invaders ſhall ſoon do you right ? 
The Lion may rouſe, when he hears the cock crow, 
But ſhould never be put in a fright. 


You've only to ſhun your nonſenſical jars, 
Your damn'd party and idle conteſt ; 

And let all your ſtrife be, like us honeſt tars, 
Who ſhall fight for his country beſt, 


A ſeafaring ſpark if the maids can affect, 
Bid the ſimpering gy pſies look to'r ; 

Sound bottoms they'll find us, in ev'ry reſpect; 
And our pockets well laden to boot. 


The landſmen, mayhap, in the way of diſcourſe, 
Have more art to perſuade, and the like; 

But *ware thoſe falſe colours—for better, for worſe, 
Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrike, 


Now long live the king | may he profperous reign, 
Of no power, no faction, afraid; 

May Britain's proud flag ftill exult o'er the main, 
At all points of the compaſs diſplay'd |! 


No quickſands endanger, no ſtorms overwhelm, 
Steady, ſteady, and ſafe may ſhe fail ; | 
No ignorant pilot's e'er fit at her helm, 
Or her anchor of Liberty fail ? 


SONG 
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SONG CCLXXT, 
Sung by Mr. BEARD, and Miſs BRENT, in Thomas 
and Sally. Set by Dr. Arne, 

Thomas. 


1 E T fops pretend in flames to melt, 
And talk of pangs they never ſelt; 
I ſpeak without diſguiſe or art, 

And with my hand beſtow my heart. 


Sally. 


Let ladies prudiſh'y deny, 
Look cold, and ive their thoughts the Iye ; 


I own he paſſicn in my breaſt, | 
And long to make my lover bleſt, 
Thomas. | 


For this the iailor. on the maſt, 
Endures the cold and cutting blaſt ; 
Al tripping wet, wears out the night, 
And braves he fury of the fight. 
Sally. 
Fo, this the virgin pines, and ſighs, 
With throbbing heart, and ſtreaming eyes, 


Till ſwezt r-verie of joy the proves, 

And claſps the faithful lad ſhe loves. 
Dretto. 

Ye B:itith youths, be vrave, you'll find, 

The B-1tith virgins wil! be kind; 

Procett their beauty from alarms, 

And they'll repay you with its charms. 


SONG 
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SONG CCLXXII. 
Sang by Miſs BxENT, in Thomas and Sally. 
St by Dr. Arnk. 
A USPICIOUS pirits, guard my love, 


In time of danger near him 'bide ; 
With out- ſpread wings around him move, 
And turn each random ball aſide. 


And you, his foes, though hearts of ſteel, 
Oh ! may you then with me accord ; 
A ſympathetic paſlio: feel, 
Behold his face, and drop the ſword, 


Ye winds, your bluſt'ring fury leave; 
Like airs that ver the garden (weep, 

Breathe ſoft in ſighs, and gentle heave 
The calm, ſmooth boſom of the deep. 


Till, halcyon pezce return'd once more, 
Flom blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile harms, 
My ſailor views his native ſhore, 
And harbours ſafe in theſe fond arms. 


* * 


— 


: SONG CCLXXIL. 
Sung in the Serenata of Solomon. Set by Mr, Boyce, 


VN his face the vernal roſe, 
Blended with the lilly, glows ; 
His locks are as the raven black, 
In ringlets waving dowa his back. 


His eyes with milder beauties beam 
Tha: billing doves beſide the ſtream ; 
His youthful cheeks are beds of flow'rs, 
Enripen'd by refreſhing ſhyw'rs. 
His lips are of the r:{e's hue, 
Still dropping with a fragrant dew; 
Tall as the cedar he appears, 
And as erect his form he bears. 

. SONG 
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NG CCLXXIV, 
Sung in Eliza. Set by Dr. Arne. 


JV fond ſhepherds of late were ſo bleſt, 

'k The fair nywphs were ſo happy and gay, 
Tha esch night they went ſafely to reſt, 

And they mcrrily ſung thro” the day: 
But ah ! what a ſcene muſt appear! 

Muſt the ſweet rural paſtimes be o'er * 1 
Shall the tabor no more ſtrike the ear? 

Shall the dance on the green be no more ? 


Muſt the flocks from their paſtors be led? q 
Muſt the herds go wild ſtraying abroad? | 
Shall the looms be all ſtopp'd in each ſhed, 
And the ſhips be all moor'd in each road? 
Muſt the arts be all ſcatter'd abroad, 
A d ſhall commerce grow ſick of the tide ? 
Muit religion expire on the ground, 


And ſhall Virtue fink down by her ſide; 


— — 


SONG CCLXXV. 


The SCHOOL of ANACREON, A Cantata. 


Sung by Mr, BEARD. Si by Dr. Arne, 
RRCITATIVE. 


HE feſtive board was met; the ſocial band 
Round fam'd Anacreon took their filent Rand : 
My ſons (began the ſage) be this the rule, 
No brow auſtere muſt dare approach my ſchool, 
Where love and Bacchus jointly reign within; 
Old Care, be gone !—here ſadneſs were a fin. 


AIR. 


Tell not me the joys that wait 
On him that's learn'd, on him that's great; 
Wealth 
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Wealth and wiſdom I deſpiſe, 
Cares ſurround the rich and wiſe : 
The queen that gives ſoft wiſhes birth, 
And Bacchus, god of wine and mirth, 


Me their friend and fav'rite own, 
AndI was born for them alone. 


BZBus'neſs, title, pomp and ſtate, 
Give them to the fools I hate; 
But let love, let life be mine, 
Bring me women, bring me wine ! 
Speed the dancing hour away, 
Mind not what the grave ones ſay. 


Gaily let the minutes fly, 

In love, in freedom. wit and joy :. 
So {hia!! love and lite be mine; 
Bring me women, bring me wine ! 
Speed the dancing hours away, 
Mind not what the grave ones lay. 


— — 
„ 

kd DMM th. oo. it. i. om. os. AA. 4 „ 
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SON G CCLXXVI. 
Sung by Mr. BEarD, and iſs BrenT, in the 
Parting Scene of The Beggars Opera. 
F HE miſer thus a HMilling ſees, 
Which he's oblig'd to pay 3. 
With ſighs reſigns it by degrees, 
And tears it's gone for aye. 
The boy thus, when tus ſparrow's flown,, 
The bird in lilence eyes; 
But ſoon as out of fight 'tis gone, 
_ Whines, whimpers, ſobs, and cries. 


— 
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SONG CCLXXVII. | 
Sung by Miſs BRENT, in The Beggars Opera, 


IRGINS are like the fair flow'r in its luſtre, 
Which in the garden enamels the ground; 
Near it the bees play, flutter and cluſter, 
And gaudy butterflies frolic around. 


But „hen once pluck'd, 'tis no longer alluring ; 
To Covent-Garden *tis ſent, as yet (wee! 

There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring 
Rots, Itinks, and dies, and is trod under feet. 


— 8 


SONG CCLXXVIII, : 
The SLY SHEPHERD. 4 New Ballad. 


Na (ſweet ſummer's eve, by the fide of a ſtream, 
] liſten'd while Damon tald Chloe his dream; 
But firſt to this purpoſe the ſhepherd reveal'd 
The deep wounds in his heart, which could not be 
conceal'd, 


& Tis now quite an age ſince firſt I made known, 

© Oh! faireſt of maidens, that my heart was your 
« own; | 

4% And tho' time muſt have prov'd how ſincere was 
« my mind, 

& To ſuch dictates of truth my dear Chloe is blind, 


* To the world ſhe diſtributes her bleſſings around, 
“ But the man ſhe ſhould bleſs ſhe continues to 
© wound: | 
«© Oppreſs'd with theſe cares, laſt night in the grove, 

I dreamt that my life paid a forfeit to love. 


* And deſpairing of ever obtaining relief, 

*« Pd recourſe to this ſtream to finiſh my grief,” 

When, the better to ſhew' her what paſsꝰd in his ſleep. 

The ſly ſhepherd ſeem'd ready to plunge in the deep. 
O ſtop 


bm 
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c O ſtop (ſaid the maiden) at length I'll prove kind,” 

And held him from doing what was ne'er in his mind: 

And before ſhe detected the art of the ſwain, 

She ſaid to him what ſhe'd not unſay again. 

By this artful deceit the fly ſhepherd obtain'd 

What by humble entreaties he ne'er would have 
gain'd : | 

From hence let the fair this ſhort maxim believe, 


That if truth cannot win 'em, men will learn to de- 
ccive. 


SONG CCLXXIX. 
Set by Mr. Boyce. 


ID me, when forty winters more 
Have furrow'd deep my palled brow; 
When from my head, a ſcanty ſtore, 
Lanky the wither'd treſſes flow; 
When the warm tide, that bold and ſtrong 
Now rolls impetuous on and free, 
Languid and flow ſcarce creeps along; 
Then bid me court Sobriety. 
Nature, who form'd the vari-d ſcene 
Of rage and calm, of froſt and fire, 
Unerring guide, could only mean, 
That age ſhou'd reaſon—youth deſire. 
Shall then that rebel, man, preſume 
(Inverting nature's law) to ſeize 
The dues of age in youth's high bloom, 
And join impoſlibilities ? 
No !—let me waſte the frolic May 
In wanton joys and wild exceſs, 
In revel ſport, and laughter gay, 
And mirth, and roſy chearfulneſs. 
Woman, the ſoul of all delights, 
And wine, the aid of love, be near: 
All charms me that to joy incites, 
Andev'ry ſhe, that's kind, is fair. 
| ; SONG 
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SONG CCLXXX. 


Sung by Miſs WRIOHT, in The Fairy Tale. 


O U ſpotted ſnakes, with double tongue, 
Thorn) hedge-hogs, be not ſeen, 
Newts and blind-worms, do no wrong, 
Come not near the fairy queen. 
Philomel, with melody. 
Sing in your ſweet lullaby. 
Neither barm, nor ſpell, nor charm, 
Come the fairy's pillow nigh, 
S' good night with lullaby. 


Weaving ſpiders, come not here; 
Hence ye long-iegg'd ipinners, hence; 
Peetles black, approach got neat; 
Worm nor ſnail, do no offence. 
Philomel, with melody, 
Sing in your ſweet, &c. 


„— A 


SON G CCLXXXI. 


A favourite DutT, and CRonus, in the Oratorio of 
Judas Macchabæus 


8 E E the conquering hero comes, 

3 Sound the trumpet, beat the drums; 
Sports prepare, the laurel bring, 

Songs of triumph to him ſing. 


See the godlike youth advance, 

Breathe the flutes, and lead the dance; © 
Myrtle wreaths and roſes twine, 

To deck the hero's brow divine. 


SONG 
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SONG CCLXXXI. 
DUETT O, 
In the Oratorio of Judas Macchabzus, 


O Lovely peace ! with plenty crown'd, 
Come ſpread thy bleſſings all around; 
Let fleecy flocks the hills adorn, 
Aud valleys ſmile with wavy corn: 
Let the ſhiill trumpet ceaſe, nor other ſound, 
But nature's ſongſters, wake the chearful morn, 


a. 


— —_—_ 


SONG CCLXXXIII. 


Sung by Miſs BRENT, in The Jovial Crew. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


O woman her envy can ſmother, 
Tho? never fo vain of her charms; 

If a beauty ſhe ſpies in another, 

The pride of her heart it alarms. 


New conqueſts ſhe ſtill muſt be making, 
Or fancies her power grow leſs ; 

Her poor little heart is ſtil] aching 

At ſight of another's ſucceſs. 


But nature deſign'd, in love to mankind, 

T hat different beauties ſhou'd move, 
Still pleas'd to ordain, none ever ſhou'd reign 
© Sole monarch in empire of love. | 


Then learn to be wiſe, new triumphs deſpiſe, 
And leave to your neighbours their due ; 
If one cannot pleaſe, you'll find by degrees, 
You'll not be contented with two; 
No, no, you'll not be contented with two. 


SONG 


SONG CCLXXXIV, 


A favourite 8 ON , ſung by Mrs. ScoTrT, in 
he Conſciqus Lovers. Set by Mr. Baildon. 


F love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment ? 

If bitter, O tell me whence comes my content:? 
Since I ſuffer with pleaſute, why ſhould I complain, 
Or grieve at my fate, ſince I know 'tis in vain ? 

Yet ſo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
That at once it both wounds me and tickles my heart. 


I graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate ſilence I make my love known: 
But, oh] how I'm bleſt when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 


When, in ftriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame; 


And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name! 


How pleaſing is beauty ! how-ſweet are the charms ! 
How delightful embraces! how peaceful her arms! 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 
*Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above: 
And to beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes muſt yield; 
For tis beauty that conquers and keeps the fair field. 


— ——— * 
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SON G CCLXXXV. 
A PASTORAL SoNG ſung by Mr. Hupsox, 
at Ranelagh. St by Mr. Battiſhill, 


W HAT ſhepherd, or nymph of the grove, 
Can blame me for dropping a tear, 
Or lamenting aloud, as I rove, 
Since Phcebe no longer is here ? 
My flocks, if at random they ſtray, 
What wonder, if ſhe's from the plains ? 
Her hand they were want to obey ; | 
She rul'd both the ſheep and the fwains: 


Can 
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Can I ever forget how we ſtray'd 
To the foot of yon neigbonring hill, 

To the bow'r we had built in the ſhade, 

Or the river that runs by the mill! 

There, ſweet, by my ſide as ſhe lay, 

And heard the fond ſtories I told, 

How ſweet was the thruſh from the ſpray, 
Or the bleating of lambs from the fold! 


How oft” wou'd I ſpy out a charm, 
Which, before, had been hid from my view! 
And, while arm was enfolded in arm, 
My lips to her lips, how they grew! 
How long the ſweet conteſt would laft ! 
Till the hours of retirement and reſt, 
What pleaſures and pain each had paſt, 
Who longeſt had lov'd, and who beſt. 


No change of place, or of time, 

I felt when my fair one was near ; 
Alike was cach weather, and clime, 

Each ſeaſon that chequer'd the year: 
In winter's rude lap did we freeze, 

Did we melt on the boſurn of May ; 
Each morn brought contentment and eaſe, 
If we roſe up to work or to play. 


She was all my fond wiſhes could aſk ; 
She had all the kind gods could impart ; 
She was Nature's moſt beautiful taſk, 
The deſpair, and the envy of art : 
There all, that is worthy to prize, 
In all that was lovely was dreſt; 
For the Graces were thron'd in her eyes, 
And the Virtues all lodg'd in her breaſt. 


SONG 
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SONG CCLXXXVI, 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


HAT means that tender figh, my dear? 
Why filent drops that cryftal tear ? 

What jealous fears diſturb thy breaſt, 

Where love and peace delight to reſt ? 

What tho” thy Jockey has been ſeen 

With Molly ſporting on the green, 

*I'was but an artful trick to prove 

The matchleſs force of Jenny's love. 


"Ti: true, a noſegay I had drefl 

To grace the witty Daphne's breaſt ; 

But 'twas az her defire, to try 

If Damon caſt a jealous eye: 

Theſe flow'rs will fade by morning dawn, 
Neglected, ſcatter'd o'er the lawn; 

But in thy fragrant boſom lies 

A ſweet perfume that never dies, 


— 


SONG CCLXXXVII. 


DAMON and PHILLIS. A Dialogue. 
5 Sung 41 Vauxhall, 


Damon. 


A! Phillis, ſhame on you, to ſerve a ſwain ſo! 
You promis'd laſt Lammas, you very well know, 
If I'd ſtay but till Chriſtmas, our hands ſhould be 
join'd ; 
And 'tis Midſummer now, Phillis, why fo unkind ? 
Why, why, Phillis, why ſo unkind ? 


| Phillis. | 
True, Damon, I promis'd—I own it What then? 

My mind has ſince alter'd—how faithleſs are _ ! 
ou 
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DOD III Oo on oO 


AC k gh 10 
You yow' conſtant, and yet t'other day 


You ſwore that youpg Lucy was ſweet as the May, 
Sweet, ſweet, was ſweet as the May, 


Damon. 

When Phillis. grew coy, when ſhe left me forlorn, 
And was ſinging to Colin beneath the green thorn ; 
Mad, jealous, and fretting, pray, who was to blame, 
If with Lucy I ſtrove to make Phillis the ſame ? 
Strove, ſtrove, to make Phillis the ſame. - 

| Phillis. 
Like the bee that goes roving to rifle the ſpring, 
You pip'd to each damſel, to me you would ſing : 
I lik'd the ſweet lay, for I thou ht it ſincere ; 
But why does Paſtora ſo oft drop the tear? 
Why, why, ſo oft drop the tear ? 


Damon. 
From my heart, let me tell thee, I proudly eſſay d: 
To conquer each beautiful, inſolent maid: 
The garlands they wreath'd at thy feet are reſign'd: 


This, this, was my pride—then is Phillis unkind ? 


Then, then, then is-Phillis unkind ? 
| . Phils. 
How frail the diſguiſe a fond lover would try 
How weak the thin ſnare that the ſou] would belye ! 


Hence, hence, with ſuſpicion ! away from the grove, 
And prove at the church that truth waits upon love 


' Prove, prove, truth waits upon love. 


— 
* 


SONG CclLXXX VIII. 


COLIN and PHILLIS, a Paftrral Dialogue. 
Sung by Mr. BEAR D and Miſs HALLAM, in The 


Arcadian Nuptials. 
Colin. 


H ARK! bark ! Oer the plains what glad tu- 


| mults we hear ! 
How gay all the nymphs and the ſhepherds n 
it 


- 
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With myrtles and roſes new deck'd are the bow're, 
And every buſh bears a garland of flow'rs. 
I can't, for my life, what it means underſtand ; 
There's ſome rural feſtival ſurely at hand; 
Not harveſt, nor ſheep-ſhearing, now can take place 


[ Phillis enters, 
But Phillis will tell me the truth of the caſe. 


Phillis, 


The truth, honeſt lad !—-why ſurely you know 

W hat rites are prepar'd in the village below, 
Where gallant young Thyrſis, ſo fam'd and ador'd 
Weds Daphne, the fifter of Corin our lord; | 
That Daphne, whoſe beauty, good-nature, and eaſe, 
All fancies can ſtrike, and all juogments can pleaſe ; 
That Corin—but praiſe muſt the matter give o'er ; 
You know what he is—ard I need ſay no more. 


Colin, 


Young Thyrfis too claims all that honour can lend, 
His countrymen's glory, iheir champion and friend, 
Tho' ſuch flight memorials ſcarce ſpeak his deſerts ; 
And, truſt me, his name is engrav'd on their hearts, 


Phillis. 


But hence, to the bridal, behold how they throng | 
Each ſhepherd conducting his ſweetheart along: 
The joyous occaſion all nature inſpires 

With tender affections, and chearful deſires. 


Duetta. 


Ye pow'rs, that o'er conjugal union preſide, 
All-gracious look down on the bridegtoom and bride, 
That beauty, and virtue, and valour, may fhine 

In a race like themſelves, with no end to the line: 
Let honour and glory, and riches and praiſe, 
Unceaſing attend them thro' numerous days; 

And, while in a palace fate fixes their lot. 

Oh! may they live caly as thoſe in a cot 


K dONG 
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SONG CCLXXXIX, 
Lung at Sadler's- Wells, | 
OUNG Strephon, a ſhepherd, the pride of 


the plain, 


Each day is attempting my kindneſs to gain : 


He takes ail occaſions his flame. to renew ; 
I always reply, that his courting won't do. 


He ſpares no rich preſenrs to make me more kind, 
And exhauſts in my praiſe all the wit of his mind: 


I fay I'm engag'd, and I wiſh him to go; 


He aſks me ſo oft, till I rudely ſay No. 


To Thyrſis, laſt Valentine's day, the dear youth, 
I tell him I pliglted my faith and my truth; 

That wealth cannot peace and contentment beſtow, 
And my heart is another's, —ſo beg he will go: 


That love is not purchas'd with titles and gold, 
And the heart that is honeſt can never be ſold ; 
That ſigh not for grandeur, but look down on ſhow; 
And to Thyrſis mutt haſten, nor anſwer him No, 


He hears me, and, trembling all over, replies, 

If his ſuit I prefer not, be inſtantly dies: 

He gives me his hand, and would force me to go; 
J pity his ſuff ring, but boldly fay No, 


I try to avoid him in hopes of ſweet peace; 

le haunts me cach moment to make me ſay Yes: 
Put to-morrow, ye fair ones, with Thyrſis I go; 
And truſt me, at church, that I will not ſay No. 


— 
—— 


8 O NG -CCXC. 


TEA R the fide of apond, at the foot of a hill, 
4 % 4 frec-hcarted fellow attends on his mill; 

reh heath bloommwher ſtrong roſy hue o'er his face, 
And hghgs!ty gives Cen to aukwardnels grace: 


Beſlout'd 


— 
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Beflour'd with his meal does he labour and ſing, 
And regaling at night, he's as bleſt as a king; 
After heartily eating, he takes a full ſwill 
Of liquor home brew'd, to ſucceſs of the mill. 


He makes no nice ſcruples of toll for his trade, 

For that's an exciſe to his induſtry paid: 

His conſcience is free, and his income is clear, 

And he values not them of ten thouſand a year: 

He's a freehold ſufficient to give him a vote: 

At elections he ſcorns to accept of a groat : 

He hates your proud placemen; and, do what they 
will, 

They ne'er can ſeduce the ſtaunch man of the mill. 


On Sunday he talks with the barber and prieſt, 
And hopes that our ſtateſmen do all for the beſt; 
That the Spaniards ſhall ne'er interrupt our free trade, 
Nor good Britiſh coin be in ſubſidies paid : 


He fears the French navy and commerce increaſe, ? 


And he wiſhes poor Germany {till may have peace: 


Tho' Old England, he knows, may have firength, 


and have ſkill, 
To protect all her manors, and fave his own mill, 


With this honeſt hope he goes home to his work, 

And if water 1s ſcanty he takes up his fork, 

And over the meadows he ſcatters his hay, 

Or with the Riff plough turns up furrows of clay: 

His harveſt is crown'd with a good Engliſh glee, 

That his country may ever be happy and free: 

With » hand and his heart to king George does he 
: 


May all loyal ſouls act the man of the mill! 
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SONG CCXCI, 
Set by Mr. Dibden. 


NE ſummer eve, as Nancy fair 
Sat ſpinning in the ſhade, 
While ſoariug ſky-larks ſhook the air 
In warbling o'er her head ; 

In tender cooes the pigeons woo'd ; 
(Love's impulle all muſt feel) 

She ſung, but ſtill her work purſu'd, 
And turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. 


« While thus 1 work with rock and reel, 
© So lite by time is ſpun; 

* And as runs round my ſpinning- wheel, 
« The world turns up and down: 

&« Some rich to-day, to-morrow low, 
« While I no changes fee], 

& But get my bread by ſweat of brow, 
& And tum my ſpinning-wheel. 


&« From me let men and women too 
« This home- ſpun leſſon learn, 

£ Not mind what other people do, 
« But cat the bread they earn : 

& Tf none were ſed, were that to be, 
„% But what deſerv'd a meal, 

*© Tome ladies then, as well as me, 
& Muſt turn the ſpinning wheel, 


The rural toaſt, with ſweeteſt tone, 
Thus ſung her witleſs ſtrain, 

When o'er the lawi limp'd gammer Joan, 
And brought home Nancy's ſwain: 


& Come, cries the dame, Nance, here's thy 


ſpouſe; 
& Away throw rock and reel:“ 
Blythe Nancy with the bonry news 
Q'er-ſet her ſpinning: wheel. 


SONG 
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SONG CCXCI. 


AMORET and PHILLIS. 


Sung by Mr, DEARLE, and Mrs. FoknEs, at Finche's 
Grotto Gardens, 


Amaret. 
G5 EE T Phillis, well met, 
The ſun is juſt ſet, 
To yon myrile grove let's repair; 
All nature's at reſt, 
And none to moleſt; 
Pve ſomething to ſay to my fair, 


Phillis. 
No, no, ſubtle (wain, 
intreaties are vain, | 
Perſuade me to go, you ne'er ſhall 
Night draws on apace, 


J muſt quit the place, 
The Cew is beginning to fall. 


Aimaret. 
Believe me, coy maid, 
By honour I'm ſway'd, 
No fears need your boſom alarm: 
The Oak and the Pine, 
Their leaves kindly join, 
To ſhelter love's vot'ries from harm. 
Phillis, 
Your arts I deſpiſe, 
My virtue I prize, 
Tho' poor, I am richer tban thoſe 
Who loſt to all ſhame, 
Will barter their fame, 
For purchaſe of gold and fine cloaths. 


K 3 Amoret. 
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| Amoret. 


You do me much wrong, 
| Such thoughts ne'er belong, 
To the noble and gen'rous breaſt : 
I meant but to know, 
If P»illis wou'd go, 
| And let Hymen make Amoret bleſt. 


in Phillis, 
| If what you now ſay, 


Your heart don't betray, 
It gives me much pleaſure to find 


| J My Amoret ſtill, 

A ſtranger to ill, 
IF And for wedlock's ſoft bondage inclin'd. 
= SONG CCXCIIL 


HEN fiſt Faw my Delia's face, 
Adorn'd with ev'ry bloom and grace 
That love and youth could bring: 
Such ſweetnels too, in all her form, 
I thought her once celeſtial! born, 
| And took her for the Spring, 


H ; Each day a charm was 2dded more, 

' Muſic and language ſwell'd the ſtore, 
With all the force of reaſon ; 

And yet ſo frolic, and fo gay, 

Deck'd with the op'ning {weets of May, 

| She look'd the Summer ſeaſon, 


Admiring crowds around her preſs ; 

But none the happy He could gueſs, 

$i Unveiſh'd, her beauties caught 'em : 

4: I urg'd my paſſion in her ear; 

Of love, the ſaid, ſhe cou'd not hear ; 
nd yet ſeem'd ripe as Autumn. 


The 


| 
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The roſe not gather'd in its prime, 
Will fade and fall in Jittle time; 
So I began to hint ther : 
Her checks confeſs'd a ſummer's olow, 
But ah! her breaſt of driven ſnow, 
Conceals a heart of Winter, 


tt 1 cit. — 


— 
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SONG CCXC.V, 
The VIRTUOUS SURRENDER: 


Sung at Marybone Gardens, 
HEN e'er the charms of foft deſite 


E flave the female. mind; 
If flatt'ring hope but fans the fire, 
The neart is then refign's : 
But if ſad doubt, or Conſcious fear, 
Each am'rous wiſh contion, 
The boſom feels the Pang ſevere, 
And forrow melts the foul. 


Oh, Strephon | pity then my ſex, 
And gen'rous means purſu; 

Let jæalouſy no longer vex 
This heart that beats for you. 

I own my weakneſs; take my hand, 

Devoid of guile or art; 

But let no rival nymph command 

The tribute of your heart. 


SONG CCXCV. 
The WH IM. Sung at Matybone Gardens, 


W HEN firſt I Sephaliſſi ſaw, 
The faireſt of the fair, 
My heart was ſtruck with ſudden awe; 
Love's dart was center'd there: 


K 4 An. 
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An am'rous warmth glow'd through my veins, 
{ ſeem'd as lovers ſeem ; 


And told the nymph my tender pains, 
But the wou'd have her —W him: 


And ſo, indeed, I might have thought ; 
* T'is nat'ral to the ſex ; 

At once, by art and nature taught, 
To charm us, and perplex: 

This glads the true; and checks the rude; 
is Cupid's artful ſcheme 

The native ſhy, coquette, and prude, 
Alike will have their him. 


The ſun beam'd forth his fiercer ray; 
I wander'd through the glade; 
There Sephaliſſa chanc'd to ſtray ; 
The cautious blooming maid z 
I ſigh'd, and prefs'd her lilly hand, 
In paffion's fond extreme; 
Begone, ſhe cry'd, 1 underſtand 
Now, roving ſwain, your=Whims, 


Oh, huſh my deareſt dear! ſays J, 
This boſom virtue rules; 

Let's haſte and join the nuptial tie, 
And leave falſe joys to fools : 

She bluſh'd ; but love fo pow'rful grew, 
She wak'd from caution's Cream ; 


So to the altar we withdrew, 
Then I'd, like her, my—Whim. 


— tot. od 
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SONG CCXCVI. 
To DELIA, Set by Mr. Arne. 


80 F T pleaſing pains, unknown before, 
My beating boſom feels, 
When l behold the bliſsful bow'r 
W here deareſt Delia dwells, 
That 
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That way I daily drive my flock ; 
Ah! happy, happy vale ! 
There look and wiſh ; and while I look, 
My ſighs increaſe the gale, 
My ſighs increaſe the gale, 


Sometimes at midnight I do ftray 
Beneath inclement ſkies, 

And then my true devotion pay 
Jo Delia's ſleep-ſeal'd eyes. 

So pious pilgrims nightly roam, 
With tedious travel faint, 

To kiſs alone the clay- cold tomb 
Ot ſome lov'd fav'rite ſaint, 
Of ſome, &c. 


O tell, ye ſhades, that fold my fair 

And all my bliis contain, 
Ah! why ſhould ye thoſe bleſſings ſhare, 
For which I ſigh in vain ? 

But let me not at fate repine, 
And thus my grief impart ; 

She's not your tenant ;—ſhe is mine; 
Her manſion is my heart, | 
Her manſian is my heart. 


—_— 


SONG. CCRCVII. 
RAC HUS. 


Surg by Mr. TAYLOR, at Mary bone Gardens. 


B AC CH Us, god of joys divine, 


Be thy pleaſures ever mine; 


Smile on this thy votaries prayer, 
All beſides not worth my care. 


All our grief briſk wine diſpels, 
Drinking ev'ry trouble quells; 
Drinking ev'ry trouble quells, 

All our grief briſk wine deſpels; 


K 5 Drioking | 
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A y Sad 
_ p 


Drinking ev'ry trouble quells, 
All our grief briſk wine diſpels, 
Drinking ev'ry trouble quells. 


When the goblet full is fili'd, 
From the cluſt'ring vine is fill'd; 
Then, indeed, I'm truly bleſt, 
And ev'ry anxious thought's at reſt ; 
While its potent juice I quaff, 
Still I fing, and cance, and laugh, 
Wou'd you be for ever gay? 
Mortals learn of me the way; 
*T'is not beauty, 'tis not love, 
Will alone ſufficient prove: 

If you'd raiſe and charm the ſoul, 
Deeply drain the ſpicy bowl. 


n 


SONG CCXCVII, 


| Set by Dr. Arne. | 
7 O UNC Daphne was the prettieſt maid 


The eyes of love cou'd ſee; 

And but one iault the charmer had, 
*I was crueity to me, 
"I was cruelty to me. 


No ſwain that e'er the nymph ador'd 
Was fonder, or was younger; 

Vet, - hen ber pity I implor'd, 
'was, Stay a little longer, 
Twas, &c. 

It chanc'd I met the blooming fair, 
One May morn, ia the grove; 

When Cupid whiſper'd in my ear, 

Now, now's the time for love, 

Now, &c. | | 


I claſp'd 


* 
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I claſp'd the maid ; it wak'd her pride: 
What ! did I mean to wrong her! 
Not fo, my gentle dear I cry'd ; 
But love will ſtay no longer, 
But love, &c. 


Then, kneeling at her feet, I ſwore 
How much I lov'd, how well 

And that my heart, which beat for her, 
With her ſhall ever dwell, 
With her, &c. 


Conſent ſtood ſpeaking in the eye 
Of ali my care's prolonger : 
Yet Daphne utter'd with a ſigh, 
Oh ! tay a little longer, 
Ob! ſtay, &c. 
The conflict in her ſoul I ſaw 
*T wixt virtue and defire : 
Oh ! come, I cry'd, let Hymen's law 
Give ſanction to love's fire, 
x: Give ſanction, &c. 


Ye lovers, gueſs how great my joy! 
Cou'd- rapture well prove ſtronger * 
When Virtue ſpoke, in Daphne's voice, 
You now—ſhall ſtay no longer, 
You now—ſhall fay no longer. 


l 
5 
* 
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SONG CCXCIX. 
HUNOU-R, . | 
Sung by Mr. Lows, at Marybone Gardens, 

Set by Mr. Boyce. 
H E flame of love ſincere I felt, 
And icreen'd the paſlion long ; 
A tyrant in my ſoul it dwelt, 
But awe ſuppreſs'd my tongue: 
At length I told the dæareſt maid, 
My heart was fix'd upon her 
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But think not I can love, ſaid ſhe, 
Not I, upon my Honour. : 


The heart that once is roving aught, 
The nymphs of ſenſe diſtruſt ; 

And muſt it for a youthful fault 
Be ever deem'd unjuſt r 

So Celia judg'd, ſo ſenſe decreed, 
And bad me ſtill to ſhun her; 

Your ſuit, ſhe cry'd, won't here ſucceed, 

It won't, upon my Honour. 


Oh, Nymph, I cry'd, whoſe eyes to meet, 
My ſoul with joy o'erflows; 

The bee that roves from ſweet to fweet, 
Like me, prefers the roſe: 

Had e'er a maid like Celia prov'd, 
I wou'd not have undone her; 

On thee, dear fair! my beſt-beloy'd, 
J doat, upon my Honour, 


A-while the nymph my ſuit repreſt, 
My conſtancy to prove; 

Then, with a bluſh, conſent expreſt, 
An bleft me with her love: 

To church I led the bluſhing fair, 

Enraptur'd that I'd won her; 

And now lite's ſweeteſt joys we ſhaxe, 

Within the bounds of Honour, 


* 


um 


SONG CCC. 
Sung at Ranelagh Gardens. Set by Mr. Berg, 


D E AR Betty fair, whoſe conſtant care 
The cleanly dairy claim'd; 

By ſectet art, my youthful heart 
With amorous warmth inflam'd, 


Pal 
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But, oh! her pride my ſuit deny'd, 
And ſcorn'd my ſoft afflition ; 
In vain I trove to win her love, 
For the was contradigtion. 


Tho' dull or fine, each morn her time, 
I ſought for round the mcad; 

Her pouitry too, I gave their due, 
And did her pigeons feed ; 

Stray'd all day ſome tender way, 
My love knew no reltricticn ; 

Y*+t vain my care to pleafe the fair, 
For ſhe was contradiction. 


The purhliad boy, whoſe ſole employ 
Is gentle hearts to pain; 


Now touch'd mine ear, „ fond youth forbear, 


Nor court in ſuch a ſtrain:“ 

Be b3ld of tongue, and glibly hung, 
Let not with truth but fiction; 

Tho' now ſhe ſlight, you'll then delight, 


And pleas'd by contradiction. 


All in a trice this kind advice 
From Cupid I purſued, 
An told the fair her haughty air, 
My paſhon had tubdued : 
This ſudden change, ſhe vow'd was ſtrange, 
And ſigh'd with ſelf conviction 
From church to bed, the maid J led, 
And charm'd my contradiction. 


— * 


SONG  CCCLE 
The S WEETHE AR. 
Sung at Sadler's-Wells. 
A S tnther day, I penſive ſat, 


My needle to improve, 
Lat our door heard pit a pat, 
Vet little dreamt of love; 
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'T was Damon to our cottage came, 
His paſſion to impart ; 

And I unknowing of the ſame, 
Cry'd pray come in Sweetheart, 


It was a term I got by chance, 
It makes ſome maidens rue ; 

But if the youths ſs bold advance 
W hat, can us virgins do ? 

Hey dey! I cry'd, what work is this! 
So fell upon him faſt ; 

I. hope, ſays he, there's nought amiſs, 
For you are my Sweetheart. 


To court one ſo, ſays I is wrong, 
Well let's to church fays he; 
I vex'd at this, cry'd get along, 
I' bear you company: 
So ſoon I turn'd ill temper round,. 
For Daman has deſert ; 
And now when pit to pat he is found,. 
I cry come in Sweetheart, 


— um... —ů 
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SONG CCCII, 
ET TT FF CONNELL Y:.. 
Sung at Sadler's- Wells, 


F ail the fair that grace the town, 
And friſk and flaunt it up and down; 
Bedeck'd in taſte, with dreſs, and ſhow, 
To wound the cit and kill the beau; 
There's no one ſo ſure the mark to ſecure, 
Nor with beauty and ſprightlineſs allure, . 
At leaſt it ſeems not ſo to me. 
Like charming Kitiy Connelly, 


When firſt J gaz'd on Kitty's face, 
I ſtar'd like Cymon at each grace 


— — 


Love's 


(2699) 
Love's light'nings darted from her eyes, 

My heart was taken by ſurprize ; 

My nerves grew weak, my tongue could not ſpeak,, 
J long'd tor a kiſs, from the bloom of her cheek 3 
Amaz'd ſo many charms could be 

Center'd in Kitty Connelly. 


Of beauty much I've ſeen and heard, 

And many a nymph in ſong prefer'd ; 

But, as the ſun diſpels the night, 

Their graces now are vaniſh'd quite; 

Tho' each one can boaſt ſhe conquers moſt, 
Yet henceforth ſhall Kitty be the toaſt ; 

So all fill your glaſſes inſtantly, 

And toaſt fair Kitty Connelly. 


* —— 
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SOG NG CCCIl.. 
HODGE ad DOLLY. 
Surg at Sadler's- Wells. 


S Dolly ſat milking her cow, 
Young Roger came tripping that way; 
He left both his cart and his-plough, 

For beauty e' en clowns muſt obey; 
With rapture, he leapt o'er the ftile, 

And ſwore that no nymph was fo pretty; 
Come kiſs me, he ſaid, with a ſmile, 

But indeed cry'd the maid, I won't let ye. 


Indeed, reply'd Hodge, this is ſtrange, 
What harm lies in kiſſing I pray? CE 
Round the world if your thoughts you'll but range, 
Why yodd find that its done ev'ry day 
The monarch who fits on his throne, 
Sure kiſſes his queen very pretty; 
Lord bleſs 'em I ſaw, but I own, | 
Pm amaz'd that you cry, I wont let ye. 
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The cow, who began to conceive 
That Dolly neglected her call, 
*T was Cupid's device, I believe, 
. Kick'd the milk down, the pail down and all. 
If theſe be thy pranks Roger cry'd, 
I'll return to my dairy maid Be ty; 
Rot the Cow in a rage Doll reply'd, 
Pſhaw, ſtay here, prithee Hodge, I won't let ye. 


What a pother ſays he you've begun, 
If you'll have me, why ſay ſo at once; 
There's the church, girl, l'm not making fun, 
Doll Pm neither a bluckhead or dunce. 
Now Polly began to be glad, 
Quoth the, I no longer will fret ye; 
And ſoon her tone alter'd 'tis faid, 
To now my dear Roger, I'Il let ye. 


OO "IO — 


SON G CCCIV. 

WO M AN. 
Sung and Set by Mr. Taylor, at Mary bone Gardens. 
8 OM E love to range, ſo fond of change, 


Variety's their ſhrine ; 
Each has his ſcheme, and fav'rite whim, 
But woman, woman's mine. 


The feſtive bowl, the martial ſoul, 
The miſer's I decline; | 

They're childiſh toys, which ſome deem joys, 
But, oh, be woman mine. 


With various arts ſhe charms our hearts, 
And makes this life divine; 

= For all he tricks of all the ſex, 

| Pd itill have woman mine, 
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Let others rave who what they'd have 
The ſex be can't define; 
Juſt as ſhe is, ſhe is form'd to pleaſe, 
And long be woman mine. 


The ſpeaking eye, the tender ſigh 
When heart and heart conjoin; 

The bliſs of love all bliſs above, 
Makes charming woman mine, 


Vor pomp and ſtate contend ye great, 
I'll cry not nor repine 3 

If bleft with pow'r, to life's laſt hour, 
To keep dear woman mine. 


— II 


SONG CCCV. 


The ORANGE WOMAN, 
Sung at Sadler's-Wells. 


A Hearty buxom girl am I, 
| I come from Dublin city 
I love the men I can't deny, 

Tho' ſome fay more's the pity : 
Well let 'em ſay ſo once again, 
I've got no cauſe to mind 'em; 
Til always fancy pretty men, 

Where-ever I can find 'em. 


I' never marry, no indeed, 

For marriage cauſes trouble ; 
And after all the prieſt has ſaid, 

is merely hubble bubble: 
The rakes will fill be counted rakes, 
Not Hymen's laws can bind 'em; 
And fo, preventing all miſtakes, 

Fl kiſs 'em where I find em. 
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The game of wedlock's all a chance 
Cry over or cry under ; | 
Yet many folks to church will prance 

At which I often wonder: 

Some fancy this, ſome fancy that, 
All hope the joy deſign'd em; 

Il have my whim, that's tit for tat, 
W here-ever I can find 'em. 


But what a ſilly jade am I 
Thus idly to be ſinging ? 

There's no one here my fruit to buy; 
Nor any to be flinging ; 

In pretty men all pleaſure dwells, _ 
Bleſt hearts when love has twin'd 'em; 

So now I'll wheel to Sadler's- Wells, 
And there I'm ſure to ind 'em. 


— — 
„* 


SONG CCCVI. 
The SPA N. 
Sung by Mr. DE ARL E, at FINCHE's Grotto Gardens, 


The Words by Mr. OAK HAM, ſet by Mr. BRI DE. 


H E Philoſophers, Moraliſts, Poets, and thoſe, 
Who have left their opinions, in verſe, and in 
| proſe ; 

Fine leſſons have taught, tho' not all underſtood, 
Yet entirely meant J dare ſay for our good: 

The chiefeſt of which we may readily ſcan, 
That our time here below is no more than a Span, 
Our time here below is no more than a Span. 


The aſſertion is juſt if with reaſon we view, 
Mortality conſtantly ſhews us 'tis true 

Then to fill up this trifle of being below, 

Is a doctrine I think which we all ought to know ; 
For a moment attend to my ſong if you can, 

And [Il teach the belt method to fill up the Span. 


Leave 


( 21x ) 
Leave the parſon to preach, and the pedant to prate, 
The poet to ſcribble, the ſtateſman to fate, 

The bully to bluſter, the valiant to fight, 

'The lawyer to wrangle of wrong, and of right; 
Their buſ'neſs is not in the courſe of my plan, 
With matter more pleaſing I'll fill up the Span. 


Mirth, beauty, and wine, ſhall prepare ye a feaſt, 
And ſmiling Good-humour bid welcome each gueſt, 
Tis a banquet ſuits only the jovial and gay, 

Let the grave, the moroſe, and the dull keep away; 
Infipid by nature they'll like not the plan, 

So juſt as they chuſe, let them fill up their Span. 


To a coach deck'd for pleafure let beauty be led, 
With roſes and lillies all careleſs o'er ſpread ; 

Let the ſoft breathing flute o her murmurings join, 
When love melts on her boſom in raptures divine 
That this is true pleaſure deny it who can, 

And this is the method to fil up the Span. 


Let good humour as preſident fit in the chair, 
And ruddy fac'd Bacchus with Momus appear; 
Let the full lowing goblet go chearfully round, 
And the heart lifting ſong to the heavens reſound; 
Let all in full chorus approve of the plan, 

And own this the method to fill up the Span. 


ä 


— — 


SONG CCCVIL 
The YELLOW HAIR'D LADDIE, 
As now Sung by Miſs WRIGHT, at Vauxhall. 
1 N April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 
And Summer approaching rejoyceth the ſwain; 
The yellow hair'd Laddie wou'd often times go, 
To wilds and deep gleens where the hawthorn trees 


grow, 
To wilds and deep gleens where the hawthorn trees 
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There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his love's evening and morr, 
With freedom he ſung his love's evening and morn 
There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorny 
With freedom he ſung his love's evening and morn 
He ſung with to ſoft and enchanting a ſound, 

That Silvans and Fairies, unſeen danc'd around; 
He ſung with ſo ſoft and enchanting a ſound, 

That Silvans and Fairies, unſeen danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung, tho? young Madie be fair, 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornfil proud air; 
But Suſie is handſome, and fweetly can fing, 

Her breath like the breeze gives perfume to the ſpring. 
Theie's Jenny in all the gay bloom ot her youth, 
Like the moon is inconſtant and never ſpeaks truth 
But Suſie is faithful good humour'd and free, 

And fair as the goddeſs that ſprung from the ſea. 


My lady's fine daughter with all her great dow'r, 

Is aukwardly airy and frequently four; 

But Suſie who knows not of riches or ſcorn, 
Appears like the bluſhes that paint the new morn. 
Hark ! friends how delighted how bleſs'd ſhould I be, 
Wa'd my Suſie but ſmile and her parents agree; 
What more could I with for my Suſie's the whole, 
The joy of my eyes and the pride of my ſoul, 


— 
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SON G CCCVII, 
TRAIL T6 


Sung by Mr. DEARLI, at Finche's Grotto Gardens, 
; St by Mr. Bride. 


: A S Phillis the gay, at the break of the day, 
Went forth to the meadows a maying ; 
A clown lay aſleep, by a river ſo deep, 
That round in meanders was ſtraying; 
A clown lay aſleep, by a river ſo deep: 
11 :iround in meanders. was ſtray ing. His 
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His boſom was bare, and for whiteneſs fo rare, 
Her heart it was gone without warning ; 

With cheeks of ſuch hue, that the roſe wet with due; 
Ne er look'd half fo freſh in a morning. 


She cull'd the new hay, and down by him ſhe lay, 
Her wiſhes too warm for diſguiſing ; 
She play'd with his eyes, till he wak'd in ſurpriſe, 
And bluſh'd like the ſun at his riſing, 


She ſung him a ſong, as he leant on his prong, 
And reſted her arm on his ſhoulder, 1 
She preſſed his coy cheek, io her boſom ſo ſleek, 
And taught his two arms to enfold her. 


The ruſtic grown kind, by a kiſs told his mind, 
And call'd her his dear, and his bleſſing; 

Together they ftray'd, and ſung, frolick'd, and play'd, 
And what they did more there's no gueſling, 


— — 


ad. 


— 


SONG CCCIX. 
The BEE, a Favourite Song. 
Sung by Adr. Ra wok rh, at Marybone-Gardens. 
| Set by Mr. Collett. 
A Buſy humble bee am I, 


That range the garden ſunny ; 
From flow'r to flow'r I changing fly, 
And ev'ry flower's my honey: 
Bright Chloe with her golden hair, 
A while my rich junquil is; 
Till cloy'd with fipping nectar there, 
I ſhift to roſy Phillis ; 
I Chift, I ſhift to roſy Phillis ; 
Phillis, I ſhift to roſy Phillis, 
But Phillis's ſweet opening breaſt, 
Remains not long my ſtation ; 
For Kitty muſt be now addreſt, 
My ſpicy breath'd carnation : 

Yet 
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Yet Kitty's fragrant bed I leave, 
To other flow'rs I'm rover, 
And all in turns my love receives, 
The gay wide garden over. 
The gay, &c. 
Variety that knows no bounds, 

My roving fancy edges; 
And oft' with Flora I am found, 
In dalliance under hedyes : 
For as I am arrant bee, | 
Who range each bank that's ſunny ; 
Both fields and gardens are my fee, 
And ev'ry flow'rs my honey. 
And ev'ry, &c. 


wk. 
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SONG CCCX. 
The MILK MAID. 


Sung at Sadler's-Wells. 
8 OMING home with my milk, the young ſquire 


1 met, | 

Says he, Polly, love ſet down your pails ; 

I have long been a kiſs or two child in your debt, 
If I pay you, you muſt not tell tales. 

If I pay you, you muſt not tell tales. 


To oblige him, and cauſe that I woud'nt be croſs, 
I preſently quitted my pails ; 

He pull'd me down gently on bed of green moſs, 
And kiſt me, I ſhouldn't tell tales. | 


I ftrove to get up, but he ſtill kept me down, 

T begg'd to go home with my pails ; 

He vow'd to ſuch pitch his fond paſſion was grown, 
He'd wed, but I muſt not tell tales. 


So gently he woo'd, and ſo warmly he preſt, 
. ThatT little more thought of my pails ; 
Till beyond all eſcaping, I found him poſſeſt 
Of my heart, but 1 ſhould not tell tales. 


He 
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He ſolemnly ſwore, that he'd make me his wife, 
And eaſe me the carriage of pails ; 

If he dont, why as ſure as a muſcle has life, 

If filent, there's one will tell tales. 


SONG CCCXI, 


HOBBINO®O L. Set ly Mr. Lockhart, 
Sung by Mr. KEENE, at Sadler's- Wells, 


HEN Hobbinol, entreated Doll, 
Within the grove to enter ; 

She hung her head, and bluſhing ſaid, 
She was afraid to venture: 
For there poor Fan, put faith in man, 
And ſorely does repent her; 
Which makes her fear, no good is near, 
And therefore will not venture. 
Which makes her fear, no good is near, 
And therefore will not venture, 


His fond requeſt, he eager preſt, 
And ſwore no harm he meant her ; 
By honour ſway'd, be not afraid, 

But kindly with me venture : 

On wedlock bent, was all he meant, 
Would that he ſaid content her; 

To prove me true, yon ſteeple view, 
Say will my Dolly ventute. 


Doubts ſtill poſſeſt, the damſel's breaſt, 
Till virtue, council tent her, 

Haſte, haſte he cried, be made a bride, 
And after you may venture: 

Doll gave conſent, to church they went, 
A wife back Hy men ſent her; 

N more a maid, ſhe's not afraid, 
With him alone to venture, 
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SONG CCCXII. 
The BIRD. 
Sung by Mr. RAwok TH, at Marybone Gardens. 


& H E bird that hears her neſtlings cry, 
And flies abroad for food; 
Returns impatient thro” the ſky, 
To nurſe the callow brood : 
The tender mother knows no joy, 
But bodes a thouſand harms ; 
And fickens for the darling boy, a 
While abſent from her arms. 


Such fondneſs, with impatience join'd, 
My faithful boſom fires, 

Now | forc'd to leave my fair behind, 
The queen of my deſires ; 

The powers of verſe too languid, prove 
All ſmiles are vain, 

To ſhew how ardently I love, 
Or to relieve my pain. 


The ſaint with fervent zeal inſpir'd, 
For heaven and joys divine; 
The faint is not with rapture fir'd, 
More pure, more warm, than mine : 
I take what liberty I dare, 
*I'were impious to ſay more 
Convey my longings to the fair, 
The goddeſs I adore. 


_— 


SONG CCCXIIL 
The CHARMS of the BOTTLE. 
Sung by Mr. DEARLE, at Finche's Gardens. 
De Words by Mr. Durfey. 


E mortals whom trouble and ſorrow attend, 
Whoſe life is a ſeries of pain without end, 5 
| or 
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For ever depriv'd of hope's all cheering ray, 

Ne'er know what it is to be happy a day; 

Obey then the ſummons the bottle invites, 

Drink deep and I'll warrant it ſets you to rights; 

Obey then the ſummons the bottle invites, 

Drink deep and PI! warrant it ſets you to rights. 


Did Neptune's ſalt element run with freſh wine, 

Tho' all Europe's powers together combine, 

Our brave Britiſh ſailors need ne'er care a jot, 

Surrounded by plenty of ſuch rare grape ſhot, 
Obey then the ſummons, &c. 


Was each dull pedantical text={pinning vicar, 

To leave off dry preaching, and ftick to his liquor 

O how would he wiſh for that power divine, 

To change when he would ſimple water to wine! 
Obey then the ſummons, &c. 

If wine then can miracles work ſuch as theſe, 

And give to the troubled mind comfort and eaſe; 

Deipair not that bleſſing in Bacchus you'll find, 

Who ſhowers his gifts for the good of mankind, 
Obey then the ſummons, &c. 


SONG CCCXIV. 


The FAIR CONVERT. 
Sung by Miſs Davis, at Marybone Gardens, 


'7 HEN Colin firſt met me upon the gay green, 
He kiſs'd me, and call'd me his heart's little 
queen; 
Such rudeneſs, I cry'd, I your title diſdain, 
And pray never offer to kiſs me again. 


He, who little ſkill in the ſex had acquir'd, 

Believ'd, ſimple youth, 1 ſpoke what J delir'd 

He told me how hard an injunction I'd laid; 

I knew it was hard, ——that he took what I ſaid, 
L My 


| 
f 
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— — — . ̃§— ůaA  — — — — I ts — — 
wh, GAN WR < 1 * 
-> . * < 
Li 
* * 


- WT e — — 


( 218 ) 


My fancy now whiſper'd more kindneſs to ſhow, 


One kiſs had inſtructed my boſom to glow ; 
My heart thus the ſhepherd enſnar'd by a whim, 
I thought he lov'd me; I was ſure I lov'd him, 


He'd let his flocks rove for my ſake all the day, 

And fay ſuch ſoft things as all ſoft lovers ſay ; 

But as I'd forbid him my lips were forgot, 

Cou'd this be call'd courtſhip ? I really think not. 


At length by good luck, he took courage and cry'd, 
Will Chloe conſent to be Colin's ſweet bride ; 

I flew in a paſſion, but cooPd by degrees, 

Yet made him no anſwer but yes if you pleaſe. 


And ſince 'm a wife, I'm no longer a prude ; 

The ſtation has ſooth'd me to what I thought rude ; 
For now when a kiſs I receive from my ſwain, 

As duty commands me, | kiſs him again. 


— 


SONG CCCEXV. 
HAPPINESS AT LAST, 
Sung at Marybone Gardens. 
ADAGIO, 
* Bro VE ! thou bane of ſoft content, 


Love] thou inauſpicious gueſt, 


Say, oh! why thy ſhaft was ſent; 


Sent to this late peaceful breaſt ? 
Sweet at firſt I thought the paſſion, 
Fancy ſtill new joys could ſee ; 

Now how fad an alteration, 
Damon flies from love and me 


ALLE GRO. 


Thus Sylvia, in the conſcious grove, 

All ſweetly plaintive mourn'd ; 

When Demon chanc'd that way to rove, 
And to the nymph return'd ; 


He 
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He ſigh'd repentance at her feet, 
She ſmil'd upon the ſwain ; 
And each fond heart reſponſive beat, 
To love and joy again, 


1 —— 2 


— — 


SONG CCCXVI. 
RESOLUTION and LOVE. A CANTATA, 
Sung by Mr. Lows, at Marybone Gardens. 


RECITATIVE. 


93 HE month was May z the birds began to ſing, 
The valleys laugh, and Flora's bounties ſpring; 
Up roſe the ſun, like jocund bridegroom gay, 

All nature ſmil'd to greet the new-born day; 

When Damon drove his fleecy cares along, 

Peace warm'd his heart; content inſpir'd his ſong. 


AIR. 


Whence the cares of buſy life, 
Gloomy thought, and inward ſtrife? 
Some at wild ambition aim, 

Others pant for wealth and fame ; 
Or for beauty rave and ſigh, 

Let 'em do fo, what care I ? 


ReciTATIVE. 
Cupid, whoſe pow'rs triumphant o'er the mind, 
Who neer was deaf, tho' poets paint him blind, 
Attentive heard the {toic ſnepherd's ſtrain, 
Reſolv'd to ſhow philoſophy was vain: | 
Ju had he ſpoke when Delia ſtruck his ſight, 
Delia like Pallas wiſe; as Venus bright : 
He gaz'd ; he paus'd; aftoniſh'd at her charms, 
And thus conſeſs'd the force of love's alarms. 


1 2 AIR. 
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AIR. 
Shall the heart that has vow'd to be free 
Be entangled by beauty at laſt ? 
Ah ! we never the future can ſee, 
We know only the preſent and paſt 
Ye gay ſhepherds revile not my ſtrain; 
For I'll conquer the flame if I can ; 
Quick, as ſudden as lightning it came, 
And, alas, I'm no more than a man! 


RECITATIVE, 


His ſtrain was pious, penſive, ſolemn, flow ; 
He footh'd himſelf ; and figh'd, it muſt be ſo. 


AIR. 
Then he pluck'd up his courage, and ſpake to his 
| heart, | 
To keep it diveſted of ſorrow ; 


& Ne'er doubt ſimple thing but we'll manage our 
part, 


% If we can we'll be married to- morrow.“ 


— 


SONG CCCXVIL.- 
The SYCAMORE SHADE. 


A BALLAD. 
Sung by Miſs BRENT. St by Dr. Arne. 


116 e day as I ſat in the ſycamore ſhade, 


Young Damon came whiltling along: 
I trembled—I bluſh'd a poor innocent maid | 
And my heart caper'd up to my tongue, 
Silly heart, I cry'd fie]! What a flutter is here! 
Young Damon deſians you no ili; 
The ſh-pherd's fo civil you've nothing to fear, 
Then prychee, fond urchin, lie till, 


Sly 
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Sly Damon drew near, and knelt down at my feet, 

One kiſs he demanded—— No more 
But urg'd the ſoft preſſure with ardour ſo ſweet, 

I could not begrudge him a ſcore, 

My lambkins I've kiſs'd and no change ever found, 

Many times as we play'd on the hill; 

But Damon's dear lips made my heart gallop round, 
Nor would the fond urchin lie till, 


When the ſun blazes fierce, to the ſycamore ſhade 
For ſhelter, I'm ſure to repair 

And, virgins, in faith I'm no longer afraid, 
Altho' the dear ſhepherd be there, a 

At ev'ry fond kiſs that with freedom he takes, 
My heart may rebound if it will; 

There's ſomething ſo ſweet in the buſtle it makes, 
I'll die e're I bid it lie ſtill. 


1 
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SONG CCCXVIII. 
The FNVITATION. 
Sung by Mrs, WkIchszL. Set by Mr, Bach. 


OME Colin pride of rural ſwains, 
O come and bleſs thy native plains ; 
The daiſies ſpring, the beeches bud, 
The ſongſters warble in the wood. 


Come Colin, haſte, O haſte away, 
Your ſmiles will make the village gay 
When you return, the vernal breeze, 
Will wake the buds, and fan the trees. 


Oh!] come and ſee the violets ſpring, 
'The meadows laugh, the linnets fing ; 
Your eyes our joy leſs hearts can cheer, 
O haſte! and make us happy here. 
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SONG CCCXIX. 
The SHEPHERD's ARTIFICE. 
A BALL AD. 
Sung by Mr. VERNON. Set by Ar. Potter. 
= URE never poor ſhepherd was tortur'd like me, 
K 


From morning till night I could never be free; 
The charms of young Fhillis fo ran in my head, 
I wiſh'd ſhe was mine, or I wiſh'd myſelf dead. 


Whenever I ſaw her, and told her my caſe, 

She gave me a frown, or ſhe laugh'd in my face; 
Yet itii! J ador'd her, and call'd her my wife, 
My paſſion was hx'd, nor could end but with life, 


J found all the offers I made her of love, 
Produc'd no effect, nor affection would move; 
So ſchem'd a contrivance her paſſion to try, 
And boldly reſolv'd, or to conquer, or die. 


Twas ſpread round the village, I courted young Prue, 
And Phillis had left her own ſchemes to purſue ; 
This anſwer'd my wiſhes, ſhe ſoon prov'd more kind, 
And vow'd to be true, if I'd not change my mind. 

[ catch'd the occaſion and ſent for a prieſt, 

For fear ſhe ſhould alter, I thought it the beſt; 


From hence learn ye virgins, be bleſt if you can, 
And never refuſe the ſincere honeſt man, 


S © N G -CCCXX, 
RONDE AU. 
Sung by Mrs. W EICHSEL. Set by Mr. Barthelemon* 
EN T LE Damon teaſe to woo me, 


'Tis in vain you-thus purtue me, 
Sighs and tears cannot ſubdue me, 
Nor can change my conſtant heart. 


Young . 
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Young Philander's gen'rous paſſion, 
Taught me firlt ſoft inclination, 
Never (hall your fly perſuaſion, 
Make me act a treach'rous part. 
Gentle Damon, &c. 


Ceaſe, O ceaſe, then this complaining, 

Such perfidious arts diſdaining, 

Let bright honour once more reignings 
Jo your ſoul its rays impatt, 

Gentle Damon, &c, 


———. 
tat 
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| SONG CCCXXL 
Sung by Mrs. W ELCHSEL, Set by Mr, Potter. 
997 HY Colin, muſt your Laura mourn, 


Or longer wait your wifh'd return? 
O quickly come, and bring with thee, 
Criad joy to all, but love for me. 
No more the tenants of the grove, 
In concert tune their tales of love; 
And nature ceaſes to be gay, 
Whene'er my {ſhepherd keeps away. 


No longer fly the peaceful ſhade, 

But haſte to meet your conſtant maid ; 
O quickly come and bring with thee, 
Glad joy to all, but love for me, 


** 


SONG CCCXXII. 2 
The PETITION ANSWERED. 
A: CANT ATA 
Sung by Mr. VERNON. Set by Mr. Yates, 
ReciTATIVE ACCOMPANIED. 


AR northward as the Dane extends his (ways 
Where the ſun * but a iloping ray; 


Beneath 
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Beneath the thicket of a ſhady grove, 55 


Cleonicus, petitioned thus to Jove. 


AIR, 


Where Jove ſhall I a fair one find, 
With ev'ry beauty grac'd, 

Jo pleaſe a fond deſiring mind, 
And ſuit an am'rous taſte ? 


RECITATIVE, | 
Indulgent Jove, the (wain's petition heard! 


And thus in ſtrains harmonious anſwer made. 


AlR. 
If you would with beauty meet, 
Love defiring, ſparkling wit; 
Lo Britain's happy ifle remove, 
The feat of beauty and of love. 


SONG CcCxxXlIII. 
Sung by Mrs. WEICHSEL, - Set by Mr. Bach. 


H! why ſhould love with tyrant ſway, 
Oppreſs each youthful heart ? 
Muſt all his rigid laws obey, 
And feel his pointed dart? 


On reaſon's aid in vain we call, 
To break the ſlaviſh chain; 

The potent God diſdains it all, 
And triumphs in our pain. 


SONG 


( 225 ) 


SONG CCCXRXIV. | 
Sung by Mr. VERNON. Set by Mr. Arnold. 
RE Phoebus ſhall peep on the freſh budding 


flow'r, 
Or blue-bells are rob'd of their dew ; 
Sleep on my Maria while I deck the bowr, 
To make it more worthy of you. 


There roſes and jes'mine each other ſhall greet, 
And mingle to copy thy hue ; 

The lilly to match with thy boſom ſo ſweet, 
How taint its reſemblance of you. 


With ſweets of thy breath, the hedge vi'let ſhall vie, 
But weaklv, and pay it its due; 

The thorn ſball he rob'd of the ſloe for thine eye, ö 
Vet nature paints nothing like you. = 


The leaves of the Senſitive Plant muſt declare, 
The truth of my well-belov'd ſhe ; 
Whoſe hands if to touch it, bold ſhepherds ſhou'd 
dare, 
Would ſhrink from all others but me. 


— 


SG CCCXXV, 
S8 . 
Sung by Mrs. \W EICHSEL, Set by Mr. Potter. 


O W gay Summer's ripen'd bloom, 4 
Frolicks where the Winter frowu'd, | 
| 


Stretch'd upon the banks of Broom, 
V/e command the proſpect round. 


Nature in the proſpect yields, 

Humble dales, and mountains bold; 5 
Meadows, woodlands, heaths and fields, | = 
Yellow'd o'er with waving gold, 5 


' | þ 
L 5 Linnets 
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Linnets on the crouded ſprays 
Chorus And the woodlarks rife, 
Soaring with a ſong of praiſe, 

Till their warblings reach the ſkies : 
Painted gardens, grots and groves, 
Interming'ing ſhade with light: 
Lengthened viſtas, green alcoves, 
Join to give the ſoul delight. 


a. 


SONG CCCXXVI. 
RON DE X U. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Set by Mr. Bach, 


R U E L Strephon will you leave me? 
WII you prove yourſelf forſworn ? 
Can ah! can you thus deceive me 
Can you treat my love with ſcorn ? 


Cruel Strephon, Ec. 


O behold your Chloe pleading, 

TT urn and ſee your once-lov'd maid; 
T.et ſoft pity interceding, 

Eaſe a heart your vows betray d. 
Cruel Strephon, &e. 


Muſt J hopeleſs pine and languiſh, 
Frenzy ſeme my tortur'd brain: 

See he trivmpns in my anguiih, 
See he'glories in my pain! 


Cruel Strephon, &c. 


Py „K 


S8 ON G CecxxvlI. 
ADVICE to the LADIES. 
Sung by Miſi WRIGHT. Set by Mr. Mich. Arne. 


* E fair be advis'd by a friend, 
. _ Whoſe counſel] proceeds from the heart, 


On beauty no longer depend, 


Or iy to the efforts of art: 
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If a ſhepherd you'd gain to your arms, 
Let virtue each action approve, 

Her charms the fond boſom alarms, 
And ſoftens the ſoul into love. 


To-day be not nice as a bride, 
To- morrow untimely ſevere ; 

Let prudence and truth be your guide, 
Nor caprice or folly appear: 


Unleſs yuu thus govern your mind, 
And baniſh deceit from your breaſt, 

Too ſoon by experience you'll find, 
Inconſtancy ne'er can be bleſt. 


Neglected you'll wither and fade, 
Till beauty, by age ſhall decay ; 
Then lonely retreat to the ſhade, 
And mourn the ſad hours away : 
How deſp'rate will then be your fate, 
How great your ſad loſs to deplore; 
Repentance alas! is too late, 
W hen the power to charm is no more. 


w_ —— — — * — 


SONG CCCXXVIII. 
BALLAD. | 
Sung by Mr. VERNON. Ser by Mr. Potter. 
L AST week in the grove, 
I met with my love, 
Who haſtily bid me be gone; 
I afk*d for a kiſs, 
She took it amiſs, 
Her anſwer was, let me alone,” 
Fye, fye Phillis fge, _ 
What maxes you ſo ſhy ? 
I anſwer'd in paſſionate tone ; 


But 
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But ſtill ſhe reply'd, 
% You muſt be deny'd, 

& So leave me and let me alone.“ 


& I know that you men, 
*« Are falſe nine in ten, 
& I never reflected till now; 
„No longer purſue, 
© But ceaſe to ſubdue, 
& You ſhali not deceive me I vow.” 


J told her for life, 
l'd make her my wife, 
And ſwear to be true o'er and o'er ; 
That I'd virtue and youth, 
Love, honour and truth, 
And what could ſhe wiſh to have more. 


If that's your intent, 
I give my conſent,” 
She cry'd, to the prieſt let's be gone.” 
I led her away, | 
She's happy and gay, 
Nor longer cries, let me alone. 


SONG CCCXXIX. 
Fung by Mr. VERNON. Set by Mr. Arnold. 
the ſky-lark awak'd to the ſweets of the morn, 
From the bud of the roſe to the bloſſoming. thern, 
Thro' the copſes, the meadows, the vallies I fray, 
And all nature looks warmly to welcome the May. 


All, -all except Jane, the fair plague of my heart, 
Inſenſible ſhe ! both to nature and art; 

In vain chaunt the warblers of ev'ry green ſpray, 
For each month is as welcome to Jenny as May, 


In vain of the ſofter ideas I preach, 

In vain would J leflons of harmony tezch ; 

She he: ds nor thruſh, linnet, or nightingale's lay, 
For each month is as welcome to Jenny as 2 


(299). 7 
In vain do the ſhepherds, and milk-maids advance, 
In vain is the ſang, the pipe, tabor and dance: 
In vain are the fields all enamell'd and gay, 
For each month is as welcome to Jenny as May. 
What pity a gem of ſuch luſtre ſhould be, 
Encruſted by pride, to ſo vile à degree ; 
O love! let her feel what 1 ſuffer ove day, 
Ere ſh« finds it tou late for to welcome the May, 


1 — —— 


S 0 NG MD 
LOVE and WINE ACANTAT A. 
Sung Mr. VERNON. oct by Mr. Potter, 
KECITATIVE ACCOMPANIED, *' 


EGON. dull care ! without delay, 
Jo gloomy deſarts, haſte away. 


AIR. 
Hither haſte ye ſons of pleaiure, 
Joy here knows nor bound nor meaſure ; 
Ba:nin care, and drouzy thinking, 
Now' the reign of love and drinking : 
Care and focrew's toil and trouble, 
And the world's an empty bubble. 


RECITATIVE. 


While thus the jolly God invites, 
The neichb'ring ſwains to his delights : 


A:d as they nimble haſte along, 
Bacchus, again reſumes his ſong, 


AIR. 


*Tis wine and women life employ, 
Wine and women are our jov; 
We're hither ſent ta dripk and love, 
Theſe are the bleſſings from above. 


Cuba, receives the gath'ring throng, { 


| 


SONG CCCXXXT, 
TW FATRY; 


Sung by Mr. VERNON, Set by M.. Yates; 


N days of yore, when on the plain, 
Queen Mab, with all her fairy train, 
In ſportive gambols took delight, 
By Cynthia's borrow'd filver light, 
If e'er our grandames did amils, 
The puniſhment, ye fair, was this. 


Was Lady Mary ever known, 


To toy with Celadon alone ; 

Did avarice her boſom fill, 

With paſſion ſtrong for dear quadrille ; 
Or did her heart for dancing beat, 
Then bliſter'd were her hands and feet, 


If once too ſmall her ruf ſhe wore, 

Her petticoat too ſhort betore ; 

Or if to catch the gazer's ſight, 

She us'd the arts, of red and white; 
The little ſpiteful pigmy crew, 

Were ſure to pinch her black and blue. 


But far more happy days we fix, 

The Britiſh dames of Sixty-ſix, 

Are not afraid of rigid elves, 

They know no guardians but themſelves; 


Ihe tell-tale race at length ſubdu'd, 


Hear me, nor think the leſſon rude, 
Since preſent times are juſt as bad, 
And ev'ry one is pleaſure mad; 

This method I ſhould think the beſt ;. 


To keep a fairy in your breaſt, 


Who ne'er for trifles ſhould make war, 
But wien you chance to go too far. 


SONG 
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SONG CCCXXXIL 
"LALLAD,::. 
Sung by Mr. VERNON. Set by Mr. Potter. 


1 E T miſers hug their darling ſtore, 
And kiſs each guinea o'er and o'er, 
I'm richer with a ſhilling ; 
It brings me out to chearful air, / 
To meet my lovely cruel fair, q 
Oh ! that ſhe was but willing. 


6 ah 
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To make her ſuch J point to groves, 
And bid her mark the heart-ſick doves, 
How ſweetly they are billing ; 
But all in vain (as yet) my art, 
For oh! I feel acroſs my heart, 
Love's god his poiſon ſpilling. 


The ſtreams which flow like my fad eye, 

Will leave at laſt their channels dry, 
Unleſs the ſprings are filling ; 

And ſofteſt rain, on hardeſt ſtone, 

Will wear (tho' drops fall one hy one,) 
A hole by conſtant drilling. 


But O! my ſprings will ne'er again 
Repleniſh, but with freſher pain, 
Her frowns are ſtill ſo killing; 
Nor will my tears her marble pierce, 
Thu? conſtant drops bedew my verſe, 
From eyes, like limbecks Killing, 


] ſung the ſong, it pleas'd her too, 
How Sue loves I, and I loves Sue, 
While neighbour's griſt was milling z 
But all was vain, if you muſt know, 
So I reſoſv'd to let her go, 
Becauſe ſhe was not willing. 


SONG 
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SONG CCCXXXII. 


BALLAD: 
Sung by Mr. VERNON. Set by Mr. Potter. 


IKE a wood-nymph in form, and Diana in mind, 
To rural deiights, lovely Daphne inch'n'd; 
Sequeſter'd from man, from the gay and polite, 
Groves, fountains and meadows, could only invite: 
How ſtrange that a viigin ſo mudelP'd for love, 
Should thus frown averſe, and its joys difaypr- ve, 
And vow the wonid never be married. 


When Sol drove his chariot, thro? morn's golden gates 

Or wien clad in purple, the tun fat in ſtate 

With exerciſ gra d, the'd aſcend the: tall hill, 

And looking « goddeis, trace natur-'s yaſt ſkill ; 

By innocence guarded, contented and free, 

Then humeward ſhe'd ing, O how happy are we, 
That never, that never were married! 


But once as the charmer her pleaſure began, 

A ſatyr in mind, tho' in form he was man, 

Surpriz'd her alone—and began to be rude, 

Till Strephon advanc'd, and the monſter ſubdu'd; 

Her guardian at leaſt muit er gratitude move. 

And the ſaid to herſelf—(but the hint was from love) 
Methirks I could like to be married. 


Then Strephon, who lov'd the dear creature before, 
His paſſion avow'd—could the {hepherd do more: 
Ves he could—and he did—but what you will tay ? 
Why he led her to church—and not led her aſtray. 
Now fried ſhip and love, all their pleaſures prolong, 
She ſings like a woud-lark, and this is her ſong, 
I'm glad to my heart that Pm married! 


SONG 
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SONG CCCXXXIV. 


BALLAD. 


Sung by Mr. VERNON. Set by Dr. Arne. 


E ladies who drive from the fmoak of the towny 
| So whimſical, frolic and gay; 
Ye neat country laſſes, in clean linen gown, 
As blithe and as pretty as they 
Here Faunus invites pieaſure's paths to explore, 
And Care on his crutches has limp'd from the door. 


Here Zephyr's light pinions waft odours around, 
Selected from va ley and hill 


The God of the woodlands has hallow'd the ground, 
And health is a tenant at will: 

No lilly or roſe in the foil need appear, 

So freſhly they bloom in the cheeks of the fair. 


Here Colin, ſhould Damon his province invade, 
Each obſtacle ſoon may remove; 

The clack of the mill and the bubbling caſcade, 
Will ſoften the tale of his love; 

Thus baMing his rival, with arm round her waift, 

The lighted becomes the dear fav'rite at laſt, 


How ſweetly the Muſes in harmony join, 
To cheer the briſk lad and his laſs ; 
Now free-hearted topers exult in their wine, 
And kiſs the ſweet lips of the glaſs : 
Then baniſh exceſs, which alone can deftroy, 
Theſe innocent pleaſures which Britons enjoy. 


5ONG! 
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SONG CCCXXXV. 
Sung by Ar. VERNON. Set by Mr. Yates. 


A S Jockey was trudging the meadows ſo gay, 
3 So blithe and ſo bonny his air! 
He met a young laſs. who was going his way, 
Her face all ſo clouded with care : 
He aſk'd her what made her ſo moaping and ſad, 
Tas pity, if ſhe were in pain | 
Shefigh'd, © I have loſt the verrieſt, beſt lad, 
* And I never ſhall fee him again!” 


Is he gone to the wars for full many a year, 
Quoth Jockey, who troubles you fo ? 
Or elſe, where on earth he can never appear, 
| Where you and I ſurely muſt go? 
No, he's fled,” ſhe reply'd, “with another fond ſue, 
| « Tho' to me he was plighted for ah e; 
* O'er the mountains he's gone with another from 
me, 
& And therefore I cannot be gay.“ 


| 


—— —_— ,,,, * - 
———— 
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If that's all, quoth Jockey, your wailing give o'er, 
He's a loon, who is not worth your pain; 

Let him go, ſince he's chang'd, be you wretched no 

more, 

Nor think of a falſe-hearted ſwain : 

But take, if you will, for the lad of your heart, 
Whom fortune has thrown in your way, 

T., ſooth all your grief, and I'll baniſh your ſmart, 

Here I'm ready to do as I ſay. 


Then he wip'd her bright eyes, and he ſung her a 
ſong, 
Her face look'd no longer deſpair ; 
He whiſper'd of love, as they ſaunter'd along, 
And ſhe thought him a lad worth her care: 1 
. E 


— 


a „ 
She ſmil'd and grew pleas'd, late a ſtranger to joy, 
And Jockey perceiving her kind, 
More preſſing was grown, and the laſs was leſs coy, 
So, he drove the falſe loon from her mind, | 


— 


SONG CCCXXXVI. 
Sung by Miſs WRicnt. Set by Mr. Mich, Arne» 


V H Y ſhould we of humble ſtate, 
Vainly blame the pow'rs above, 

Or accuſe the will of fate, 

Which allows us all to love ? 

Love (impartial gentle boy) 

Deals his gifts as free as air, 

Love is all the ſhepherd's joy, 

Love is all the d mſel's care. 


Hope, that charmer of the ſoul, 
Hope, in love ſhould ever live, 
Could our years for ever roll, 
Love would bleſſings ever give: 
Youth alas! too (ſwiftly flies, 
Nor can Cupid bid him ſtay; 
Beauty, like a {ſhadow dies, 
Love has wings and will away. 


SONG CCCXXXVII. 
ANT XT A. 
Sung by Mit BRENT. Set by Dr. Arne, 
AIR, | 


HY Damon, wilt thou ftrive in vain, ' 
My firm reſolves to move? 
My heart alas! may feel the pain, 
But ſcorns the guilt of love! 


_ 


 ReciTaA- | 
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REcITATIVE ACCOMPANIED. 
. Perfidious too, Ike all the reſt, 

Is faithleſe Damon grown ! 

Ah ! canſt thou ſeck to wound the breaſt, 
That pants for thee alone ? 


AIR. 


No] for a thought ſo meanly baſe, 
Ungrateful thou ſhalt find, 

The heart that could admire thy face, 
Can hate thee for thy mind. 


— — 


SONO cecxxxvn. 
„ 
A PASTORAL. 


Sung by Mr. Vsznon. Set by Dr. Arne, 


© H HE gentle ſwan with graceful pride, 
Her gloſſy plumage laves ; 
And failing down the ſilver tide, 
Divides the whiſp'ring waves : 
The filver tide that wand'ring flows, 
Sweet to the bird muſt be; 
But not ſo ſweet blithe Cupid knows, 
As Delia is to me, 


A parent bird in plaintive mood, 
On yonder fruit-tree ſung ; 
And till the pendant neſt ſhe view'd 
That held her callow young: 
Tho? dear to her maternal heart, 
I' be genial brood muſt be; 


Tbey're not ſo dear, the thouſandth part, 
As Delia is to me. 


The 
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The roſes that my brow ſurround, ; 
Were natives of the dale; 
Scarce pluck'd, and in a garland bound, 
Before their hue grew pale : 
My vital blood would thus be froze, 
If luckleſs torn from thee ; | 
For what the root is to the roſe, 
My Delia is to me. 


Two doves I found like new fall'n ſnow, 
So white the beauteous pair; 

The birds to Delia I'll beſtow, 
They're like her boſom fair: 

May they of our connubial love, 
A happy omen be; 

Then ſuch fond bliſs as turtles prove, 4 
Shall Delia ſhare with me, | 


{ 
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SONG CCCXXXIX. 7 


Sung by Miſs WrIiGnT, Set by Mr, Mich. Arne. | 


HE Winter its deſolate train 
Of froſt and of tempeſt may bring, 

Yet Flora ſteps forward again 
And nature revives in the ſpring : 
Tho' the ſun of his glories decreaſt, 
Of his beams in the evening is ſhorn, 
Yet he riſes with joy in the eaſt, 
And repairs them again in the morn. 


— 7 


A 
Mi." = „„ Os —_ 


But what can youth's ſun-ſhine recall, 
Or the bloſſoms of beauty reſtore ? 
When its leaves are beginning to fall, 
It dies and is heard of no more: 

The ſpring-time of love then employ, 
Tis a leſſon that's eaſy to learn; 

For Cupid's a vagraat, a boy, 

And his ſeaſons wil never return. 


SONG 
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SONG CCCXL. 
Sung by Miſs WRAICHT, in The Fairy Tale. 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne, a 


T7 INGCUP, daffodil and roſe, 
Shall the fairy wreath compoſe, 

Beauty, ſweetneſs and delight, 

Crown our revels of the night. 

Lightly trip it o'er the green, 

Where the fairy ring is ſeen ; 

So no ſtep of earthly thread, 

Shall offend our lady's head. 


Virtue ſometimes droops her wing, 
Beauty's bee may looſe its ſting; 
Fairy land can both combine, 
Roſes with the eglantine; 

Lightly be your meaſures ſeen, 
Dettly foot it o'er the green, 

Nor a ſpector's baleful head, 

Peep at our nocturnal tread, 


ll 


SONG CCCXLI. 
The 818 T ERS. 
Sung by Mr. VERNON. Set by Mr. Yates. 


OUNG Arabella, mamma's care, 

And ripe to be a bride; 
Had charms a monarch might enſnare, 

But beauty mix'd with pride. 
And till to blaſt that happineſs, 
| Her pride each lover cool'd; Is 
The number of her ſlaves was leſs, | \ 
And leſs the tyrant rul'd. 


Her ſiſter Charlotte, tho? not bleſs'd, 
With beauty's potent ſpell ; 


The 


E239) 
The virtues of the mind poſſeſs'd, 
And bore away the bell. 
Knights, earls and dukes, like ſummer flies, 
Around the maiden flew ; 
They preſs'd to tell ten thouſand lies, 
As men are apt to do, 


Fond Celadon, addreſt the fair, 
Reſoly'd no time to loſe ; 
A youth with ſuch a ſhape and air, 
What female could refuſe : 
Like all the reſt, he own'd his flame, 
His artleſs lame alone, 
The bluſhing maid confeſs'd the ſame, 
The prieſt ſoon made them one. 
Poor Arabella, vex'd to find, 
Her ſiſter made a wife; 
Pretends to rail at all mankind, 
And praiſe a ſingle life. 


Ye virgins, Charlotte's plan purſue, 
Shun Arabella's fate ; 


Accept the man that's worthy you, 
| Before it is too late. 


SONG CCCXLIL 


Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Baildon. 
T TEND, ye nymphs, while I impart 

4 \ T he ſecret wiſhes of my heart, 

And tell what ſwain, if one there be, 

Whom fate deſigns for love and me. 


Let reaſon o'er his thoughts preſide, 
Let honour all his actions guide 
Stedfaſt in virtue let him be, 

The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 


Let ſolid ſenſe inform his mind, 


With pure good nature ſweetly join'd ;; 
Sure friend to modeſt merit be 


The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. Where 
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Where ſorrow prompts the penſive ſigh, 
Where grief bedews the drooping eye, 
Melting in ſympathy I ſee 

The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 

Let ſordid av'rice claim no part 

Within his tender, gen'rous heart; 

Oh! be that heart, from falſhood free, 
Devoted all to love and me. 


SONG CCCXLII. 
Sung by Miſs WRiGnHT. Set by Mr. Mich. Arne, 


A Y Laura, who once was a blithe happy maid, 
Now ſecks the ſad grove, or retires to the 
ſhade ! | 
By Strephon undone, 
She's now left alone, 
Yet loves the _ ſwain whom her peace has be- 
tray'd. | 


The nightingale thus, with a thorn in her breaſt, 
Complains when rude hands ſnatch her mate from 
the neſt ; 
Tho? ſweet is the ſtrain, 
She warbles in pain, 


The loſs of her mate, is the loſs of her reft. 


— 


SONG CCCXLIV. 
DA NA. 
Sang by Miſs BRENT. Set by Dr. Arne. 
- . ReciTATIiVvE ACCOMPANIED. 


ROM Latmos' mount, whence ſacred groves 
depend, 
Diana, and her virgin train deſcend ; 


— 


And while the buſkin'd maids, with active care, 


The bus'neſs of the daily chace prepare ; 
1 With 


( 241 ) 
With joy the goddeſs views her ſhining throng, 
And thus exulting ſwells the jovial ſong. 
AIR, 


Jolly Health ſprings aloft, at the loud ſounding horn, 
Unlock'd from foft Slumber's embrace ; 

And Joy ſings an hymn to ſalute the ſweet morn, 
That ſmiles on the nymphs of the chace, 

The rage of fell Cupid no boſom prophanes, 
No rancour diſturbs our delight, 

All the day with freſh vigour we ſweep o'er the plains, 
And ſleep with Contentment all night. 


ms, 


SONG CCCXLV. 
Sung by Mr. VERNON, Set by Dr. Arne. 


81 NC E pleaſure's in faſhion, and life but a jeſt, 
In ſpite of misfortune, I'll laugh with the beſt; 
Let the dull, who repute it a weakneſs to ſmile, 
Arraign my opinion, my morals revile, | 
While I know that my boſom is free from a flaw, 
I'll keep up the chorus of ha- -h ha, 


Determin'd to leap o'er the bar of controul, 

No rivet ſhall cloſe up my freedom of ſoul ; 

If care or ill- nature ſhould come in my reach, 
And foaming with rage, like a methodiſt preach, 
While I know that my boſom is free from a flaw, 
PH trip up their heels, and cry ha —ha—ha—ha. 


To be happy, I'll laugh as the minutes advance, 

Mirth ! play thou the fiddle, I warrant I'll dance; 

But ſweeter the muſic will float in the air, 

If Lucy, my good-temper'd Lucy be there; 

She knowing my boſom quite free from a flaw, 
Will join the ſweet tune of love's Ya - -. 


ll laugh thro? the world in defiance of ſtrife, 
For laughter's an oil to the failad of lite - 
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PII make daddy Time, as he paſſes in haſte, 
Look over his ſhoulder and long for a taſte ; 
Then friend while your boſoms are free from a flaw, 
Swell round the gay chorus of ha—ha—ha—ha, 


| 

| 3 

N SON G CCCXLVI. 

| ODE To CHEARFULNESS. 

| Sung by Mr. VERNON, and Miſs WRIGHT, 

| Set by Dr. Arne, 
RECITATIVE. 


_ 
| | | OME Chearfulneſs ! triumphant fair 
| 


—— 


Shine thro? the painful cloud of care! 


Dur. 
| O ſweet of language ! mild of mein, 
| © virtue's friend! and pleaſure's queen! 


1 Dukr. 


Fair guardian of domeſtic life, 

Beſt baniſher of home- bred ſtrife, 

| Nor ſullen lip, nor taunting eye, 
Deform the ſcene when thou art by. 


REcCiITATIVE ACCOMPANIED, 


| 
[| No ſick'ning huſband blames the hour, 
| That bound his joy to female pow'r ; 
No pining mother weeps the cares, 
That parents waſte on hopeleſs heirs ; 
'Th* officions daughters pleas'd attend, 
The brother riſes to the friend. 


I DuErT. 


By thee their board with flow'rs 1s crown'd, 

By thee with ſongs their walks efound ; 

By ice their ſprightly mornings ſhine, 
And ev'ning hours in peace decline, 


9 
- 

—_— 

i. LCL 


CHORUS 
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- CHORUS. 


Attend and grace our gen'rous toils, 
With all thy Garlands, all thy ſmiles. 


_— _ 


he” 
SONG CCCXLVII. 
OD E. To PrEASURE. Set by Mr. Bach. 


CHORUS. 


ILVER veſted bright and gay | 
PLEASURE, keeps her holy-day. | 


AIR. Mi, Wright. 2 


Smiling Mirth, and roſy Joy, 
Youthful Love, appearing coy, 
Join'd with Frolick indiſcreet, 
Form her train, with dancing ſeet. 


CHORUS. 


Hark ! *tis Pleaſure's voice invites, 
Nymphs and fwains to ſweet delights, 


AIR. Mrs Weichſel). | 
See in yonder roſy bow'rs, 3 
Half reclin'd in beds of flow'rs, | 
ouch a nymph as might inſpire 
Hoary age, with ſoft deſire. 


CHORUS. 


Hark ! *tis Pleaſure's voice invites, 
Nymphs and ſwains to ſweet delights. 


AIR. Aſs Brent. 


Round the table bold and free, 
View the topers full of glee; 
Jeſt and laughter there abound, 
Now the merry glaſs goes round. 


M 2 CHORUS 


* 
, 9 
" * — — * 
* — 
— — 


dint. and 


( 244 ) 
CHORUS. 


Hark tis Pleaſure's voice invites, 
Nymphs and ſwains to ſweet delights. 


AIR. Mr. Vernon. 


See the bumper ſparklig bright, 
Urges on the ſweet delight, 
None can ſure ſuch joys refrain, 


Which give mirth and cure each pain» 


CHORUS. 


Hark ! tis Pleaſure's voice invites, 
Nymphs and ſwains to ſweet delights: 


"EY * 8 
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SONG CCCXLVII. | 
O D E. To Summrr. Set by Mr, Bach. 


CHORUS. 


8 O UND the merry pipe and drum, 
Huber nymphs and ſhepherds come. — 


Summer ſmiles in rich array, 


All is happy, all is gay; 

As the chearful ſun goes down, 

Let ſweet mirth your labours crown: 
Sound the merry pipe and drum, 
Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come. 


A I R. Ms. Weichſell. 


See, ſee around from ev'ry place, 

What charms the verdant vallies grace; 
While fleecy flocks in conſort rove, 
And bleat their tender tales of love. 


CHORUS. 


Sound the merry pipe and drum, 
Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come. 41% 
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AIR. Mr, Vernon. 


Here roſy Mirth and Bacchus gay, 
Attend your ſmiling joys to crown, 
While Moderation leads the way; 
Such revelry to few is known, _ 


CHORUS. 


Sound the merry pipe and drum, 
Hither nymphs aud ſhepherds come, 


AIR. Miſs Wright. 


The joys we taſte, to few are known, 
Content and health our Jabours erown; 
No jealous fears our boſoms move, 
For conſtant each we truly love. 


CB OR: U$; 


Sound the merry pipe and drum, 
Hither nymphs aud ſhepherds come. 


A I R. Miſs Brent. 


Here melting Mulic, love inſpires, 
Here Peace rewards the mid-day toil ; 
But far from hence are looſe deſires, 
Here Innocence, and Virtue ſmile. 


FULL CHORUS 


Sound the merry pipe and drum, 
Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come. 
Summer [miles in rich array, 

All his happy, all is gay; 

As the chearful ſun goes down, 

Let ſweet mirth your labours crown: 
Sound the merry pipe and drum, 
Huber nymphs and ſhepherds come. 


M 2 
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SONG CCCXLIX. 
CELIAs COMPLAINT. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


HA T ſadneſs reigns over the plain 
How droop the ſweet flow'rets around | 

How penſive each nymph and each ſwain |! 

How ſilent each muſical found! _ 
No more the ſoft lute, in the bow'rs, 

Beguiles the cool ev'nings away 
Sad ſighs meaſure out the long hours, 

Since Damon has wonder'd away. 


Oh ! he was our village's pride, 
This change from his abſence is ſeen ; 
*T was he that our muſic ſupply'd, 
When gaily we danc'd on the green : 
At ſhearing, at wake, and at fair, 
How jovial and frolic were we! 
But now ev'ry feaſt in the year 
. Is joyleſs as joyleſs can be. 


Ah! why did he venture from home, 
To mix among hoſtile alarms ? 
No juſtice oblig'd him to roam, 
Or take up thoſe terrible arms : 
Let thoſe who are cruel and rough, 
Be heedleſs of life, and of limb 
The country had ſoldiers enough, 
Nor needed one gentle like him. 


Where-c'er the adventurer goes, 
On land or the dangerous main, 
Kind heaven protect him from woes, 
And give him to Celia again: 
Oh! give him to Celia again, 
My true love in ſafety reſtore ; 
I ceaſe on his breaſt to complain, 
From my arms he ſhall wander no more. 


SONG 
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SONG CCCL. 
B AC HUS. 


Sung by Mr. TAvyLOR, at Marybone Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Collet. 
ACCHUS, God of joys divine, 


Be thy pleaſures ever mine; 
Smile on this thy votaries prayer, 
All beſide's not worth our care: 
All our griefs briſk wine diſpells, 
Drinking every trouble quells, 
Drinking every trouble quells. 
All our griefs briſk wine diipells, 
Drinking every trouble quells 
All our griefs briſk wine diſpells, 
Drinking every trouble quells, 


When the goblet full is fill'd, 

From the cſuſtering vine diftill'd ; 
Then indeed I'm truly bleſt, 

And ev'ry anxious thought's at reſt , 
While its potent juice 1 quaff, 

Still I ſing and dance and laugh. 


Wou'd you be for ever gay, 
Mortals learn of me the way; 
*Tis not beauty, 'tis not love, 
Will alone ſufficient prove: 

If you'd raiſe and cha'm the foul, 
Deeply drain the ſpicy bowl. 


SONG CCCLI. 


HEN once I with Philhida ſtray'd, 
Wheze rivers fur murmuring by, 
T heard the ſoft vows that ſhe made; 
W hat ſwain was ſo happy as I? 
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My breaſt was a ſtranger to care, 


For my wealth by her kiſſes I told: 
I thought myſelf richer, by far, 
Than he that had mountains of gold, 


But now I am poor and undone, 
Her vows have prov'd empty and vain ; 
The kiſſes I once thought my own, 
Are beſtow'd on a happier ſwain : 
But ceaſe, gentle ſhepherd, to deem 
Her vows ſhall be conſtant and true ; 
They're as falſe as a Midſummer dream, 
As fickle as Midſummer dew, 


O Phillis, fo fickle and fair, 
Why did you my love then approve ? 
Had you frown'd on my ſuit, thro” deſpair 
I ſoon had forgotten to love: 
You ſmil'd, and your ſmiles were fo ſweet, 


You ſpoke, and your words were ſo kind; 
I could not ſuſpect the deceit, 


But gave my looſe ſails to the wind. 
When tempeſts the ocean deform, 

And billows ſo mountainous roar, 
The pilot, ſecur'd from the ſtorm, 


e'er ventures his bark from the ſhore ; 
As ſoon as ſoft breezes ariſe, 


And ſmiles the faiſe face of the ſea, 
His art he too credulous tries, | 
And failing is ſhipwreck'd like me. 


"$0 NG. COOL: - 
CURE for the VAPOURS. 
Sung at Ranelagh, Set by Dr. Arne, 


H Y will Delia thus retire, 
And languiſh all her life away ? 


While the fighing crowd admire, 


Tis too ſoon for hartſhorn-tea, 
*Tis too ſoon for hartſhorn- tea: 
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All thoſe diſmal looks, and fretting 


Cannot Damon's life reſtore; 


Long ago the worms have eat him, 


You can never ſee him more, 
_ You can never ſee him more. 
Long ago the worms have eat him 
You can never ſee him more. 


Once again conſult your toilette, 
In the glaſs your face review; 

So much weeping ſoon will ſpoil it, 
And no ſpring your charms renew; 
And no, &c. 

I, like you, was botn a woman, 
Well I know what vapours mean 

The diſeaſe, alas! is common; 
Single, we. have all the Spleen, 
Single, &c. 


All the mortals that they tell us, 
Never cur'd the ſorrow yet: 
Chuſe, among the pretty fellows, 

One of humour, youth and wit, 
One of &c, 
Prichee hear him ev'ry morning, 
At leaſt an hour or two; 
Once again at night returning, 
l believe the doſe will do, 
—] believe the doſe will do. 
Once again at night returning, 
I believe the doſe will do. 
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